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CHAPTER I. 

"Mabia! Maeia!" 

"Fm comiag, madam," called out an 
old servant, hurrjing up as fast as she 
could, considering her advanced âge. 

" Make haste, I hâve some good news 
to tell jou." 

Maria came up to her mistress, her eager 
eyes trying to anticipate the promised 
news. 

** You hâve of ten heard me speak of my 
nephew, Mr. Maynard, and his daughter 
Lucy ?" 

" So often that I seem to know them as 
well as you do," answered Maria. 

B 
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" Well, the letter you brought me just 
now was to tell me of their arrivai. You 
are as pleased as I am, are you not?" 
added Mrs. Leavers, seeing a look of 
annoyance gradually overspreading Maria's 
features. 

" I don't deny it, ma'am ; but won't their 
coming upset ail your usual ways, if the 
gentleman and his daughter are to stay 
hère long ? " 

Mrs. Leavers smiled rather mischievously 
at this reply ; it was clear that she found it 
anything but easy to proceed in her com- 
munications to Maria. 

However, there was no time for hésita- 
tion, for the letter announced that Mr. 
Maynard and his daughter would arrive 
on the following evening, and there was 
much to be done in the way of préparation 
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l^efore they could be received in suoh a 
manner as Mrs. Leavers wished. 

" Don't be anxious," she said, seeing the 
troubled look oa her old servant's face, 
** Jane will help you just at first, and bye- 
and-by we shall see about engaging a giri 
to take the heavy w.ork off your hands." 

" What ! Then they are going to stay 
ever so long în Paris ?" 

" Certainly ; at least, I hope so, and 
perhaps — '^ 

*'Goodness gracions I You don't mean to 
say that they'U stay altogether ?" 

" I do not know, it is not quite settled 
y et, but it is just possible they may." 

Maria looked so dismayed that her mis- 
tress, who guessed what was passing in 
her tyrannical servantes mind, dared not 
raise her eyes, but kept them obstinately 
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fixed on the knitting which occupîed her 
busy fingers. The poor lady felt that a 
Word from her would cause an explosion. 

Maria was awed by her mistress's silence, 
and besides, her affection for Mrs. Leavers 
was quite as great as her wish to take the 
sole control of the old lady's honsehold. 

The two women lived a little way out of 
Paris, in a small cottage consisting of the 
ground floor and one storey. It was plea- 
santly situated in a large garden ; in Spring 
it fuUy deserved the appellation of the 
Green House, the name by which it was 
known in the neighbourhood. 

Mrs. Leavers, whose meaDS were very 
limited, kept no servant except Maria, and 
a man who came once a week to look after 
the garden and to help Maria to polishthe 
floors, which, as he expressed it, were as 



A TANQLED WEB. 



bright as his mothers saucepans; in fact 
tbis was the highest compliment he coold 
pay them. 

On great occasions, that is, whenever 
Maria took it into her head to hâve a 
gênerai cleaning, Jane, the gardener s wife, 
would give a helping hand, and was invari* 
ably rewarded for her trouble by endless 
lectures and scoldings from Maria, who 
was very libéral in this respect towards 
ail wbo came within the reach of her des- 
potic sway. Yet she was a very good créa- 
ture at heart. 

When she had retumed to the kitchen 
and relieved her feelings by a tremendous 
blow on the table, nearly causing the des- 
truction of the crockery, it occurred to her 
that she had no business to be either 
grieved or angry at an event which evi- 
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dently gave her mistress so much pleasure, 
so she sat down and began to reflect over 
the necessary arrangements for the récep- 
tion of the expected guests. 

Everything was so well managed and 
prepared, that on the foUowing evenîng, 
when the sound of carriage-wheels an- 
nounced the arrivai of the travellers, ail 
was in readiness, and a warm weleome 
was awaiting the father and daughter. 



CHAPTBR II. 

LuOT was the first to get out of the car- 
riage when it stopped at the door. She 
turned round, holding out her hand to 
assist a man whose featurea were partly 
concealed by a bandage, whicli covered part 
of his face. 

" You did not expect to see me like this, 
did you, aunt ?" said Mr. Maynard, press- 
ing lier hand affectionately in his own. 

" You both wrote so cheerf ully/' rephed 
the old lady, sadly. 

" What would hâve been the use of dis- 
tressing you ? Besides, you know I hâve 
corne to Paris to be cured. 1 feel confi- 
dent I shall recover my eyesight, whioh 
has been tried by hard work." 

Lucy looked at Mrs. Leavers and placed 
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her fingers on her lips. The poor child 
did ail she could to raise her father's spirits, 
although she f eared his case was hopeless. 

The old aunt bowed her head before that 
look which revealed so much suffering. 
She saw at once that the patient was not 
to be allowed to know anything. 

The latter walked cheerfuUy into the 
Green House, which had been made so 
bright and pretty to welcome the guest 
who was never to see it ! 

Mrs. Leavers had never been a mother. 
She looked at Lucy, therefore, much as a 
little girl might look at a new doll, saying 
to herself — 

" Is it indeed mine ? " 

Lucy was in her seventeenth year. She 
was tall and gracef ul, her voîce clear and 
harmonious, and her eyes expressing the 
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affectionate sentiments which she invari- 
ably felt. She promised to grow into a 
very charming woman. 

The young girl soon took her place in 
the Green House, and even Maria seemed 
to forget that her work had considerably 
increased since the appearance of the 
guests, whose arrivai she had so greatly 
dreaded, Their departure was quite out of 
the question ; far from any improvement 
being discemible in Mr. Maynard's condi- 
tion, the affliction from which he was suf- 
fering appeared to increase with time, and 
shortly it was probable he would be 
totally deprived of the blessing of sight. 

His mind would, perhaps, hâve given 
way under such a heavy trial, had it not 
been for his daughter's incessant dévotion 
and love. 
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Such filial affection alone enabled him 
to bear any amount of suffering. Ail that 
tbe most devoted care and tendemess 
could suggest for lier father*s relief was 
attempted by Lucy, until the day her last 
hope h ad vanished. 

The blow came upon her witb double 
force, for she dared not tell her parent tbe 
worst, lest it should drive him to despair. 
This concealment was the most painful 
part of her duty. 

Many of us know what a bitter trial it 
is, when our hearts are tortured by the 
knowledge of a terrible truth, to speak 
words of hope and comfort to those wbo 
are afflicted, when our words of consola- 
tion lose their truthfulness by our very 
désire to encourage and cheer the sufferer. 

One evening, however, when the girl was 
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sîtting as usual by her father's bedside, 
endeavouring to cheer hîm with illusions 
which had long ceased to exist in her own 
heart, she felt a bot tear on her forebead 
as sbe bent over ber father*s band. 

" You are cryîng, dear papa," sbe said, 
" bave you lost ail bope ?'* 

" Yes, my poor cbild, tbere are tbings 
wbicb tbe beart discovers by instinct, and 
mine would be blind indeed if it bad not 
divined your self-sacrificinglove/' 

" You know, dear papa, tbat 1 live only 
for you," murmured poor Lucy, passing ber 
arm round tbe blind man's neck, and press- 
ing bim to ber beart. 

"Yes, I know tbat, my darling, only 
you must not deceive me any longer. I can 
bear tbe trutb far better tban tbe martyr- 
dom wbicb you bave endured for my sake. 



12 A TANGLED WEB. 



I know, my child, that I shall never be 
cured." 

Tears were her only answer, She could 
no longer keep up the déception, she who 
frôm her earliest years had been taught to 
abhor falsehood. 

" It is an unspeakable comfort to me,'* 
went on Mr. Maynard, " to think that if 
you can no longer look to me for support, 
oar means are so ample as to make us 
quite easy about the future, only we shall 
hâve to change places, dear child — ^you 
must now take the management of every- 
thing. Before leaving home I settled my 
affairs and realised ail I possess, hpping, 
Tvith a capital to start upon, to make you 
a very rioh and happy little woman. AU 
my plans are frustrated, but you will still 
be very well off, Lucy. Henoeforth ail 
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my happîness dépends on you. See, ail 
the papers are in there," he continued, 
pointîng to a bureau opposite the bed ; " I 
hâve hitherto kept the key, as I could not 
make up my mind to tell you how com- 
pletely I despaired of recovery ; but now, I 
f eel I should no longer hesitate in acquaint- 
ing you with my feelings ; so hère is the 
key which makes you mistress of every- 
thing, and be sure you never part with it. 
From this day you are the parent, I am 
the child." 

With a hand trembling with émotion, 
Mr. Maynard fastened a black ribbon 
round his daughter's neck to which was 
suspended the precious key. Lucy rose 
from her seat with a feeling of religious 
awe. 

" I undertake the charge, father; dépend- 
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ing on one another, we may spend the remaîn- 
der of our lives happily ; you will always 
hâve me to take care of you, and I must be 
allowed to spoil you as mucli as I please," 

" I shall still be better off than you," 
said Mr, Maynard, making an effort to 
smile. 

Luoy felt much refreshed by this con- 
versation ; it was a great burden off her 
mind that her father knew the worst. 

By degrees a calm came over the blind 
man, he seemed to live but in the atmos- 
phère of his daughter*s love, and, to ail 
outward appearance, had grown resigned 
to his affliction. 

In addition to Lucy*s tender love and 
care, Mr. Maynard found in Mrs. Leavers, 
a devoted and intelligent friend, whose re- 
collections of the past, aided by her ardent 
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wîsh to be of use to the poor invalid, were 
a source of great pleasure to her relatives, 
who now led a very secluded life at the 
Oreen House. 

Love and tranquility, the real charms of 
existence, seemed to hover around them. 
The flowers that bloomed in such luxuri- 
ance under the blind man*s Windows, the 
joyful carols of the birds, everything, in 
fact, contributed to their quiet happiness, 
and even Maria forgot to be cross every 
time her pitiful eyes fell on the blind man. 
So far, if we except her somewhat rough 
and selfish attachment to her mistress. 
Maria had never been known to care for 
any living thing but a common and talka- 
tive parrot, who inflicted savage bites on 
any incautious person who ventured to 
approach him. 
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It was whispered, behind Mariais baok, 
that the parrot had been a parting gif t 
f rom a young sailor to whom she was to 
hâve been married, but who never re- 
turned. 

The poor old woman never spoke of her 
lost Tom ; however, she had named the 
bird after him and had taught the parrot 
some snatches of old opéras which Tom 
had been fond of whistling ; thèse strains, 
proceeding from the parrot's throat, pro- 
duced the most discordant sounds that ever 
tortured human ears, yet Maria loved to 
hear him, and never smiled or looked 
pleased except when Tom chose to displaj 
his musical talents. AU was bright and 
beautifiil that recalled the pleasing remem- 
brances of her youth. 

Mrs. Leavers knew her old servantes love 
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story. and. respecting her quiet sorrow, she 
would never allow aoyone to ridicule the 
poor creature*s attachment to her beloved 
favourite. 

Mr. Maynard and Lucy liked and re- 
spected Maria, they had even provîded her 
with an assistant, a girl who, under the 
oldwoman's vigilant eye, helped in thehouse 
"work and waited on Lucy. The former 
gardener, now too old to render Mr. May- 
nard the help his infirmity demanded, had 
been replaced by an active young man, who 
completed the stafî of servants at the 
Green House. 







CHAPTER IIL 

It was at the end of December, and the 
cold had been very severe for some days. 
Lucy wbo, after seeing her father well 
supplied with ail his wants, enjoyed 
nothing so much as to assist in the garden, 
where she spent part of every mormng,caiight 
a cold so severe that she was obliged to 
fitay in bed a whole day, 

The only thing that Mr. Maynard had 
refused, of ail the attentions lavished upon 
him, was to allow anyone to sleep in his 
room. 

" I do not feel altogether helpless,*' he 

would say, with a smile, " when I am alone 

in my quarters, besides I can see as well as 

anyone else at night/' 

In conséquence of his firm détermina- 



A TANQLED WEB. 19 

tion to be alone at night, it had become 
Lucy's pleasant diity every evenîng to see 
that lier father had everythiag he could 
require during thé solitary hours of dark- 
ness. 

On that particular evening she wished 
to go to Mr. Maynard as on ordinary occa- 
sions. When it drew near his usual hour for 
retiring, she reached ont her hand for her 
dressing gown ; Maria, however, was there 
watching her. 

" I feel so much better this evening," 
saidLucy, " I am sure that tiresome fever 
Las gone; do let me say good-night to 
papa before he retires to rest !" 

" Bless me ! that is just like young 
people, they know best, although goodness 
knows tbey really know nothing at ail. 
Do you suppose your papa will hâve a bad 
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night if you don't make up his fire and 
give him his medicine yourself ?" 

" No, of course not, Maria ; but still I 
love to do it, and it will be my turn to lie 
awake if you will not allow me to go to liis 
room/' 

" Well, you may be as angry with me as 
you please to-morrow, Miss Lucy, but vou 
shall certainly not get out of bed now. As 
if I couldn't take your place just once in 
the way. Corne, corne, you must be reason- 
able, or I shan t move from hère till you're 
aslêep." 

The old servant then proceeded to carry 
ont her threat, regardless of its moral effect 
on her patient. Putting down the lamp 
she had been carrying, she quietly produced 
her knitting from her pocket, and set to 
work, keeping an eye on Lucy ail the time. 
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By degrees, the monotonous clickiag 
of the needles, and a slight fever still 
lianging about her, overcame Lucy, and 
she dropped off into a drowsy unconscious- 
ness of what was passing around her. 

"She is fast asleep, that's ail right," 
thought Maria. " That little girl would 
kill herself for other people if I wasn't 
hère to look after her. Now I must see 
about my poor Tom before I look into 
Mr. Maynard's room." 

When she got to Mrs. Leavers* 
room, where she also slept, and where 
she always carried her parrot for the 
night, the old woman started sud- 
denly back. For the first time since the 
parrot had belonged to her, he had lef t his 
perch — for a perch and not a cage f ormed 
his domicile. Mariais heart beat slowly 
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and as she afterwards confessed, a pre- 
sentiment of evil came over her. It seemed 
like some fresh omen of disaster to her old 
lover, although she had for many, many 
years despaired of ever seeing him agaîn. 

Dreading the jests and ridicule of the 
other servants, whom she hated, and who 
reciprocated her dislike. Maria made an 
effort to suppress her anxiety, After hav- 
ing carefuUy explored every corner of the 
room and called the bird by every endear- 
ing term, the poor créature rushed in 
despair to the parrot's favourite haunts» 
Her search proved fruitless. Bither the 
ungrateful bird was insensible to his mis- 
tress's grief, or he was not in a condition to 
answer, for poor Maria sought vainly for 
her pet during a considérable portion of 
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the night. And PoU was troublesome, 
greedy, and vicions ; he had that very day 
severely bitten Martha, the little maid. 
The gardener happened to be présent ; 
touched by the girPs tears, and indignant 
at the behaviour of the bird, who was an 
object of aversion to them ail, he had 
wTung its neck in a fit of passion. Fearing 
Mariais just wrath, the two servants had 
buried the bird in a remote corner of the 
garden, where they suspeoted his mistress 
would assuredly ne ver find him. 

Wom ont with fatigue and sorrow, 
Maria at last made up her mind to go to 
her room and to résume her search on the 
morrow. In the midst of her grief, how- 
ever, she had completely forgotten Mr. 
Maynard and her promise to Lucy. 
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The girl, whose light slumbers had not 
dispelled the almost unconscious anxiety 
which troubled her as a dream, had risen 
quietly in the dark, and throwing a wrapper 
over her shoulders, she noiselessly reached 
the staircase leading to the hall, on the 
other side of which was Mr. Maynard*s 
room. 

Was it a hallucination produced by 
fever, or was it indeed a reality ? When 
she airived at the f oot of the stairs, Lucy 
felt sufEocated by a thick smoke : she 
hurried on and was soon at the door of her 
fathers bed-chamber. Her anticipations 
were realised, for, on opening the door, she 
nearly f ell backwards bef ore a dense cloud 
of smoke. Lucy at once comprehended 
what had taken place. She was in the 
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iabit of caref ully arranging the fire every 
night to keep the room warm without 
runnîng any risk ; a live coal had dropped 
upon the carpet, which had been burning 
slowly for some time. When she made 
her way into the room, it was like a smoul 
dering furnace where the fiâmes had not 
yet broken out. The horrified girl stopped 
not a single instant to tbink of danger or 
the fear of suffocation. She must save her 
father ! By the lurid light of the fire she 
fiaw him lying in astateofunconsciousness 
on the bed. There was no hope of assist- 
ance from anyone, not even from the old 
man himself. With arms rendered a 
thousand fold more powerful by the 
force of circumstances, Lucy caught her 
father round the waist, and half carried. 
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half dragged him out of the deadly atmos- 
phère he had been inhalîng. The fresh air 
and the prompt measures his daughter em« 
ployed soon broughthim back to sensibility. 
Lucy's cries for help had brought the house- 
hold around them. As the fire had hither- 
to burned with subdued violence, there 
was no difficulty in extinguishing it. It 
was confined to Mr. Maynard's room. A 
few promptly organised measures soon 
put an end to ail danger, and if the litcle 
room, which only a few hours before had 
presented a picture of comfort, was now a 
heap of blackened ruins, they could at 
least look at one another with deep thank- 
f ulness as they thought of the more fearf ni 
disaster which had been spared them. 
What might nofc hâve happened had it not 
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been for Lucy's courage and présence of 
mind ? A f ew hours later, when a sickly 
light dawned on a scène whioh promised to 
hâve been one of utter désolation, every- 
thing had resumed its usual aspect. One 
room no longer existed in the Green 
House. 



CHAPTER IV. 

Me. Maynaed, greatly troubled by the 
events of the preceding night, and after a 
few hour s refreshing sleep, awoke calling 
" Lucy ! Lucy ! Where are you ?" 

" Hère, dearest papa, beside you,'* 
answered the girl, hastily rising f rom her 
seat. 

" My dear child, my mind is tortured by 
a terrible thought ; I am almost afraid to 
confide it to you !'* 

Lucy looked at her father in amaze- 
ment. 

" Last night, in your terror, when you 
thought only of my safety, perhaps, — did 
you remember r 

Lucy threw a hasty glance at her aunt 
and Maria» to inform them that she 
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understood and dreaded her father'a 
question. She did not give him time to 
repeat it. 

" I hâve thought of everything, papa," 
shesaid. "You know our agreement, that 
we should change our relative positions, so 
you must allow me to adopt my own 
plans." 

" Then you were able to save ail the 
papers that were locked up in the 
bureau ?'' 

" Yes,*' answered the poor child in falter- 
ing tones. "The moment you were in 
safety, they were my first thoughts ; the 
fiâmes had not reached the bureau, so that 
I managed to secure themJ 

Mr. Maynard could not speak, but liis 
tear-sufEused face showed his gratitude. 
Lucy took his h and afEectionately. 



99 
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" You will never doubt my courage 
again, will you ?" said she. 

Mr. Maynard threw his arms round lier 
neck, and pressed her to his heart. 

This scène, so natural and touching in 
appearance, concealed a most painful 
drama. Poor Lucy, wîshing to spare her 
father a fresh sorrow, had, without stopping 
ing to refleot, told him a sublime untruth, 
if we may thus qualify an action reprehen- 
sible in itself. Oarried away by filial affec- 
tion,, and, so long asthe danger lasted, for- 
getting everything but her father, she had 
not considered till afterwards the material 
damage donc by the fire ; it was then too 
late to attempt the rescue of the papers, 
for the fire had spread so rapidly that she 
could not bave returned to the room with- 
out endangering her life. Thinking only 
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of the présent, slie had notgîven a thought 
to the future. When she uiade a frantio 
rush to the bureau after the flames were 
extinguished, nothing remaiaed of the old 
raan's wealth. She could hâve borne 
poverty alone, but ho w would she be able to 
make it endurable to her poor father, 
already deprived of sight ? The prospect 
was indeed terrible ! Lucy had not yet had 
time to dwellon theidea, but the moment 
her father questioned her, she determined 
to act an heroic part. 

" He must ne ver know," she thought. 
^* I shall bear it ail, and never let him sus- 
pect anything." 

How could she then hâve foreseen the 
<îonsequences of her resohition ? Thos3 
conséquences had to be acutely felt ! 

Mrs. Leavers' slender resources, added 
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to Lucy*s savings, were ail that thé family^ 
were left to dépend upon, now that mis- 
fortune had fallen so heavily upon them. 
In spite of her great delicacy of feeling, it 
never occurred to Lucy to leave her aunt, 
for would not such a proceeding as thi» 
hâve been a révélation to her father ? 

They would therefore hâve to make an 
effort to live on their straitened means. 
Yet, that was not tïie greatest difficulty ; 
their chief object would be to keep the 
blind man in ignorance of the poverty which 
threatened them in the future. 

The poor invalid, grown old before his 
time, must continue to enjoy ail the com- 
forts to which he had been accustomed, and 
which become a second nature when en- 
joyed from childhood. 

Their first perplexity was to find monoy 
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to rebuild and refumish Mr. Maynard's 
room. The little they possessed barely 
saflBced for their daily wants. Mr. Majnard 
expressed much surprise at first at the 
length of time required for the restoration 
of his room, but he listened patiently 
enough to the reasons for the delay in the 
work which were given him from day to 
day. 

Poor man ! he little knew the tortures he 
inflicted on ail around him. 

Mrs. Leavers, who occupied a room 
exactly like her nephew's on the other side 
of the vestibule, caught at the first favour- 
able opportunity to ask him to exchange 
with her. 

" Old people like to be very quiet, y ou 
know ; my room is so near the road that I 
hear every sound, and my rest is disturbed 
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very early in the moming. I should 
take ît as a great kindness if you would 
let me hâve the new room when it is 
fînislied." 

So the blind man soon found himself 
snugly established in the old lady's apart- 
ment with everything around him that could 
add to his comfort. 

A warm carpet covered the floor of his 
room, while every other part of the house 
was gradually stripped of the useful and 
luxurious articles of furniture which had 
been accumulated in better days. 

Mr. Maynard's tastes were artistio ; he 
had a small collection of modem paintings 
which he greatly valued. He would feel 
the frames every day as if to assure him- 
self of the possession of treasures he could 
no longer see. Thèse paintings, being scat- 
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tered about the house had escaped the fire, 
but Mrs. Leavers and Lucy had been com- 
pelled to sell them in order to meet the 
pressing wants of each day. 

The frames alone remained, the paintings 
having been replaced by works of no value 
which served to keep up the blind man*s 
illusions. It was most painful to see him 
seated bef ore one of thèse daubs under the 
impression that he was admiring favourite 
works of art. 

He would enumerate the beau ties of thèse 
paintings with proud satisfaction, would 
narrate under what circumstances and at 
how great a sacrifice he had acquired thèse 
treasures, which, hke the rest of the f urni- 
ture, had gone to the broker's, leasing a 
blank which could only be fiUed up in this 
melancholy manner. 
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Yet the blind man was the least to be 
pitied ! 

Joseph and Martha, the two servants 
who had been the indirect cause of ail thèse 
troubles, and who had been engaged to 
assist Maria after the arrivai of Mr. May- 
nard and his daughter, had been dismissed 
soon after the fire. It had been extremely 
difficult to practise this déception on the 
blind man without betraying the state of 
poverty to which they were reduced. 

Lucy reflected several days before she 
could make up her mind how she could best 
manage to dismiss the servants without 
disclosing the painful secret. 

At last, they fixed on a plan in which the 
servants had to take part in order to dis- 
guise the real state of things f rom Mr. 
Maynard. Dame Maria was the reverse of 
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amiable as ail knew from expérience ; nus- 
fortune had had a souring effeot upon her 
temper. The poor woman oould net for- 
give herself for having, through her 
négligence and forgetfulneas, kindled, so 
to speak, the fire which had destroyed Mr. 
Maynard's property. 

As a natural conséquence of bemg angry 
with herself, she vented her ill-humour on 
others, and was becoming more unbearable 
every day. The resuit was that she quar- 
relled incessantly with Joseph and Martha, 
who had several times threatened to leave 
on her account. Lucy saw her oppbrtunity 
and seized it immediately. 

The two ladies persuaded Mr. Maynard 
to stay in his room as he had caught a chill 
on the night of the fire ; they then proposed 
to take their meals with him, an arrange* 
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ment wliich, while it greatly delighted him, 
gave them the means of economising with 
one fire. 

Things were in this state when, one 
morning, as they were finishing breakf ast, 
their quiet meal was disturbed by a loud 
crash of crockery and angry voices raised 
to the highest pitch. Lucy was leavingtbe 
table to enquire into the cause of the dis- 
turbance, when Maria rushed into Mr. 

' 1 

Maynard's room, her face scarlet with 
rage. 

" No, I won't stand it any longer ! " she 
cried ; " unless you pack off those two 
idiots, I shall leave this very day. They do 
their best to drive me wild." 

Mr. Maynard tried to smile as he had 
often donc under similar circumstances, for 
thèse scènes were byno means of rare occur- 



A TANGLKD WEB. 39 

rence ; but the ladies had corne to a dé- 
termination, and the quarrel was not to be 
made up this time. Maria refusing to be 
pacified, Joseph and Martha had to départ 
that very day. 

A few hours later, when peace was re- 
stored, Mr. Maynard began to look troubled 
and anxious. 

" What are we to do ? " he asked un- 
easily. " We must replace them, and the 
new ones will perhaps be still more annoy- 
ing. 

" Don't you trouble yourself about that, 
sir," said Maria, with assurance. " I am 
quite strong enough to do the work, thank 
goodness ! I shall manage very well with 
a man to do the garden, and I am sure the 
house will be much quieter with those two 
plagues out of it." 



»» 
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" Oh 1 that will never do," said the blind 
man, turning to liis daughter. " Who is 
to wait on me and on you, my dear ? 

" It will only be for a few days, papa," 
whispered Lucy in his ear, " we had better 
let Maria hâve her own way for the pré- 
sent. She will very soon become tired of 
this new fancy, and to cure her of it, I mean 
to be more exacting than usual." 

" You are right, darling," answered the 
blind man, kissing her. 

The small household was thus reduced 
to the narrowest limits in expenditure. 
Mr. Maynard alone suffered no inconveni- 
ence from the changes in his domestic ar- 
rangements. 

Before he was awake in the morning his 
fire was lighted, his clothes aired, and his 
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breakfast ready the moment he required it. 
AU was done so regularly that he never 
missed the former servants. 

If everything, however, was still bright 
around him, the prospect was getting 
darker and darker to the two women who 
liad sacrificed themselves to hîs happiness. 
Had Lucy been older and more experienced, 
she would hâve oomprehended from the 
outset that their means being so uncertain, 
it would not be wise to wait until their 
supplies were quite exhausted to begin to 
do something. 

Still the poor child had no power what- 
evertoearn money. Mrs. Leavers was too 
old to attempt any remunerative work, 
besides having always been acoustomed to 
an easy life. 
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Maria, with ail her rougli fidelity, had 
quîte as mucli as she could do in attending 
to the house. 

On Lucy alone devolved the burden of 
supporting three old people incapacitated by 
âge and infirmity. What was the poor 
child to do ? Her time was fuUy occupied 
in an incessant struggle, not only to bear 
the burden, but to hide its weight, and it 
seemed almost an impossibility to under- 
take more. 

Whenever the weather was bright, she 
would take her father's arm and lead him 
to a very quiet partof the Bois de Boulogne. 
There the two would sit for hours talkingof 
old times and reoalling their past happiness. 
Thèse were Luoy's happiest moments ; 
alone with her father, far from the turmoil 
of the outer world, she seemed to revert to 
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the days of lier happy childhood whea 
néither anxiety nor moral responsibility 
had weighed upon her mind. At thèse 
times slie lived and breathed freely as if 
herlife were oaly a part of her father's 
t,, Lappiness. 

Now, however, everything was changed ! 



CHAPTER V. 

Six months bad passed since tlie begînniiig 
of their troubles; June bad retumed in 
ail its splendeur. Lucy, who read aloud 
to ber fatber every day, cbose a book and 
was preparing to go out witb bim. The 
weatber, after baving been cloudy and 
sultry ail tbe morning, was now quite 
brigbt, and tbe girl looked f orward witb 
keen enjoyment to a quiet stroU. Tbe 
blind man was already at tbe door, leaning 
on bis stick and making a vain effort to 
conceal bis impatience to start. 

" Wbat is tbe matter witb you to-day, 
Lucy ? " be asked in a sligbtly displeased 
tone. " Ton do not seem to care for tbis 
beautiful sunsbine." 

"Indeed I do, dear papa; bere I atn 
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quite ready/' answered the giri merrily, 
stopping to kiss Mrs. Leavers, whose 
advanced âge prevented her from going 
out mucli. Lucy saw that the old lady's 
eyes were f uU of tears. 

" What is the matter, aunt ?" she said 
affectioDately. 

" Nothing new, dear ; run away to your 
father, see how impatient he is getting. I 
shall tell you my trouble when you corne 
home." 

" No, aunt, tell me at once, I beseech 
you, or I shall be misérable ail day." 

" It is no new anxiety, Lucy, only an 
aggravation of the old one ; the money you 
gave me to keep, because you said it was 
mine, is very nearly gone ; tbere remains 
nothing but a life policy, it is our last 
resource, but I am afraid no one will care 
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to purchase it ; I am too old to work, my 
dear, but too young for speoulators ; my 
health being good, I am afraid our cbances 
of disposing of the policy are very small." 

" No, aunt, I will not hear of such a 
thing," exolaimed Lucy. " You shall not 
be robbed of your last possession ; the 
policy must not be sold. I sball work, 
and, in the meantime, my watoh and my 
mother s jewels will help us to go on for a 
few days longer." 

Mr. Maynard, whose patience was nearly 
exhausted, called ont — 

" Lucy ! Lucy ! " 

"What am I to do?" exclaimed the 
poor child, ** I cannot accompany him now, 
and in future it will be quite impossible, I 
must try and get work immediately ; but 
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first of ail, tliere are thèse trinkets to be 
converted into money." 

Thinking and speaking thus, Lucy went 
up to her father. 

" Papa," she said, in the sweet tones 

which always made bim give in to her 

wishes, " will you forgive me if I ask you 

just for OLce to let Maria take you to your 

favourite seat ; I do not feel very well." 

" You are unwell, my darling. * Why 
did you not say so before ? I shall stay 
with you, of course." 

" No, no, it is nothing at ail ; I daresay 
I shall be able to join you in a litfcle while. 
You will not be very diiU during my 
absence, will you ? " she asked, putting up 
lier face to be kissed. 

Won over by her caresses and her pro- 
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mise to go to him soon, Mr. Maynard 
allowed hiinself to be persuaded, and 
started under Maria's care for the parti- 
cular spot where lie spent part of every 
day. 

He was no sooner out of the house than 
Lucy, quiok as the generous impulse she 
was acting upon, ran to her room, and tak- 
ing her mother's jewels brpught them to 
Mrs. Leavers. 

" Wbat do you think they are worth ? '* 
she asked, anxiously. 

" Much to you, my dear, but very little 
to the jeweller to whom you are going." 

*' And yet they must be sold, aunt I " 

" Yes," answered the old lady with a 
sigh, ** but you must dépend on your owa 
exertions now, dear child. I hâve made 
enquiries, but, so far, with very little suc- 
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cess. Do you know our neighbour, Mrs. 
MuUer ? " 

" Yes, aunt, she used to make my dresses 
when I oould afford to dress like other 
people. I thought of asking her to put me 
ia the way of getting something more re- 
muaerative than the embroidery I hâve 
been doing for the shops." 

"She lives so near that I might go there 
while you are taking your jewels into 
towQ," said Mrs. Leavers; "only don't 
f orget that your father is waiting for you, ' 
and any delay may make him anxious and 
perhaps arouse his suspicions." 

Lucy hurried off; she was away two 
hours, retuming with twelve pounds, a 
heavy heart and tearful eyes. Poor child I 
She had been obliged to put up with so 
many offensive repliesi had been asked so 

E 
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many humiliating questions, before she 
could get the comparatively misérable sum 
the jeweller condescended to give her, that 
she felt almost glad she had nothing more 
to sell so as to be spared the agony the 
buyer has the power of inflicting on the 
wretched créatures who are compelled to 
apply to him to ward ofif starvation. 

Mrs. Leavers' report was satisfactory. 
The dressmaker, who had a regard for her, 
was willing to employ Luoy, only she 
wished the work to be done at first under 
her own supervision. This was a great 
diflBoulty, for, without deceiving Mr. May- 
nard, it would be impossible to secure the 
few hours required by the dressmaker. 
Lucy once more undertook to invent an 
excuse. The poor girl's ingenuity was 
fleverely taxed to keep up the déception. 
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Maria had corne in an hour before to cook 
an imaginary meal for Mrs. Leavers and 
Lucy and a real dinner for Mr. Maynard ; 
she declared that the latter was so anxious 
about his daughter that he must by this 
time hâve worked himself into a violent fit 
of agitation. Lucy, hastily snatohing up 
the book she had thrown aside before going 
out, hurried to the grove where she was 
sure to find her father. 

" Oh ! what a tîme I hâve kept you 
waiting," she cried out, turning down a 
narrow path which led rather abruptly to 
the blind man's favourite bench ; but before 
she had finished the sentence, Lucy started 
back in surprise. Her father was not 
alone. Seated in her acousfcomed place by 
his side, a man sheltered by the broad 
brim of a straw hat, was so absorbed by 
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the book he was reading to her father, that 
Lucy had tîme to approacli and utter her 
loud exclamation bef ore the étranger either 
saw or beard her. 

" Oh 1 hère yon are at last, you naughty 
girl ! " said Mr. Maynard, in the half 
angry, half coaxing tones of a spoiled 
child. 

The reader, perceiving the girl, rose 
hastily and took ofif bis bat ; he was very 
tall, bis features partly concealed by a long 
beard, made bim appeàr scarcely pre- 
possessing. There was notbing in bis 
manner or appearance to attract at first 
sight. A whip which he held in bis gloved 
band sbowed that he had been riding on 
borseback ; he did not give Lucy time to 
consider wbether or not she was impressed 
in bis favour. 
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" I hope," he said, with a kind of rough 
courtesy, " that you will pardon the libertj 
I hâve taken in venturing to usurp your 
place for a short time." 

Then, shaking hands with the old man 
and with a stiff bow to Lucy, he quickly 
disappeared down a side walk. 

" Who is that stranger, papa ? " asked 
Lucy, as soon as she thought the object of 
her enquiry was ont of hearing. 

" I can only repeat to you what he told 
me, my dear; his name is Sir Henry 
Wheeler, he owns an estate in Wiltshire, 
where he leads a country gentleman's life. 
His object in coming to Paris with his 
sisters and his nièces, was to give the 
latter the benefit of instruction in music 
and French. I had been sitting by myself 
about a quarter of an hour, and was long- 
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ing for you — for, as you know, I miss you 
very much when you are away — when Sir 
Henry Wheeler came. I was aware of his 
présence and f elt he was looking at me 
before lie spoke. I suppose lie guessed 
my infirmity, and lie must certainly hâve 
pitied me to hâve departed from his 
national stiffness so far as to speak to a 
stranger." 

" At any rate, he must hâve a kind 
heart, papa," said Lucy. 

" He is not young, is he, Lucy ? " 

" I don't think so," answered the girl ; 
*' his hat was so large that I could not see 
his face, and besides, I took no particular 
notice of him." 

" Which means that you did see him,'* 
said Mr. Maynard with a smile. " He 
said nothing and made no promise, and yet 
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I feel almost certain he wîU corne and talk 
to me again — when y ou are not hère/* 
continued the old man, " for, do you know 
I thînk you frightened him away." 

" Suppose I stay away now and then ? '* 
asked Lucy, thus seeing an opportunity of 
visiting the dressmaker's without attracting 
her father's attention. 

" I should bebetter pleased if you could 
succeed in taming him ; any how, I cannot 
do without you. You will not let this 
happen again, will you ? I cannot tell you 
how misérable I felt ail the tirae you were 
away." 

" Until Sir Henry Wheeler came," said 
Lucy, mischievously. 

This diversion in the usual monotony of 
the blind man s walks prevented him f rom 
enquiring into the cause of Lucy' s absence. 
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Afflictèd persons, the bliad more especî- 
ally, hâve usually a tendencj to become 
sliglitlj selfish and egotistical. Whether 
their entire dependence on others makes 
them look upon their attendants as mère 
machines intended for their sole use, or 
whether the loss of one sensé renders them 
morally as well as physicallj incomplète, 
it is a fact that, with very few exceptions, 
the infirm live almost entirely for them- 
selves, caring little for the f eelings of those 
who surround them. 

Mr. Maynard, pleased with the impres- 
sions of the moment, retumed to the Green 
House very cheerfuUy, having completely 
forgotten his impatience and anxiety of the 
moming. 

When they got home, they found the 
cloth laid in a small summer house near 
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the principal entrance to the house. Anj 
one acquainted with the family secret 
would hâve been deeply moved at the sight 
of the dinner table, which was a complète 
révélation in itself ; ail the refinements of 
better days, such as massive plate, délicate 
glass, and a savoury dish, were placed 
before Mr. Maynard, while Mrs. Leavers 
and Lucy contented themselves with the 
humblest fare served in the most homely 
manner. 

" Maria bas really surpassed herself to- 
day," said the old man, with an air of pro- 
found satisfaction ; " do you know, Lucy, 
you hâve been treating us like epicures of 
late." 

" Do you object to it, papa ? " 

" On the contrary, my dearest child, I 
mnst confess that this is one of the few 
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enjoyments which recalls tlie past ! When 
I think that we were so very nearly losing^ 
everything that dreadful night, I can hardly 
repress a shudder. Now that my fears are 
dispelled, I do notmind owning that if ruin 
had overtaken us, as it might hâve done, I 
should wish I had been taken at the tîme^ 
for grief would hâve killed me as surely as 
the flames." 

Mrs. Leavers and Lucy exchanged 
sorrowful looks. Neither could find cour- 
age to answer the blind man. 

He went on without observing their 
silence. 

" You know as we grow old — and infir- 
mity is a second old âge — we attach great 
importance to insignificant things ; the 
merest trifles become a source of infinité 
pleasure or excruciating pain.*' 
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" Still you know we share everjthing 
with you, dear papa." 

" Yes, but things do not affect you in 
tlie same way; would you believe for 
instance, that I felt quite misérable this 
morning because I dropped my watch and 
broke the main-spring ? It will be an excuse 
for buying a new one, a repeater — ^you pro- 
mised me one you know, long ago.'* 

" I must continue to promise,'* said the 
poor child, taking the watch with trem- 
bling hands. It was really broken and could 
only hâve been repaired at a considérable 
cost. 

" When shall we buy the new one ? '* 
asked Mr. Maynard. " I give you fair 
warning that I shall be able to think of 
nothing but the watch. I was half afraid 
to mention it, but now that you hâve 
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exhausted ail your bad reasons, Miss 
Economy, you must give in, or I shall 
begin to think you do not care for your 
old father." 

Lucy had only one resource when at a 
loss to reply to her father. She threw her 
arms round his neck and Ud her face on 
his breast that he might not feel the burn- 
ing tears that ran down her cheeks. 

"You said we should go!" exclaimed 
the blind man, with the persistence of a 
child who has been promised a n e w toy . 

** Go where, papa ? " 

" Why, to buy my watch of course ; one 
would think you had forgotten what we 
hâve just been talking about." 

" Ah I yes, you are right, but I do not 
feel very well, and my head is stîU rather 
weak." 
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" You must go to bed and take care of 
yourself, Lucy; y ou will be better to- 
morrow, and we shall take a oarriage and 
go ont shopping ; for I mean to give you 
a surprise too, my darling." 

In the bitterness of lier thoughts, Lucy 
seized Mrs. Leavers' hand in a kind of 
f renzy, The old lady drew the girl to her 
affectionately. 

" You must take courage, dear child ; ail 
ray trust is in Grod, He will reward your 
dévotion and filial love." 

" Yes, aunt, in the future p^rhaps, but 
how are we to get over the présent 
difficulty?" 

In the course of our lives, we are some- 
times placed in positions which would 
make us wish ourselves dead were it not 
for the feeling of our usefulness to others. 
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Lucy's situation was indeed a trying 
one ; she felt sick at heart as she reflected 
on the absolute necessity of carrying on 
the course of déception in which she had 
become involved. She could only hâve 
extricated herself by breaking the heart of 
the old man who leaned on her so con- 
fidingly. The poor girl passed such an 
agitated night that she almost brought on 
the illness she had feigned in the moming 
in order to gain a few moment' s liberty. 

As soon as breakfast was over on the 
foUowing morning, the old man declared 
that a drive would be the best cure for 
Lucy, it was long since they had enjoyed 
one together ! He sent Maria for a car- 
riage. It was now impossible to draw back, 
and Lucy made préparations to start with 
as much delay as possible. 
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" No. 38, Princes Street," Mr. Maynard 
called out to the coacliman, as he got into 
the carriage. " You see," continued the 
old man to his daughter, " I hâve always 
disliked doing things by halves ; I like to 
give a good priée for a good article. E ver 
since I can remember, I hâve wished for a 
watch by Breguet. Duriag the cares of 
business I forgot what was then a mère 
caprice ; but now that I am blind and can 
no longer be diverted by outward objecta, 
the wish has become quite a mania, and I 
should feel quite misérable if I could not 
obtain the watch ; therefore, Luoy, you 
cannot deny your old father such a plea- 
sure?" added he, coaxingly. 

" I would not, if I could," said the girl, 
lier voice almost stifle J by tears, " only 
perhaps we were wrong to be in such a 
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hurrj ; I am quite a novice at that kind of 
purchase, and tradesmen often take advan- 
tage of a customer s ignorance. Suppose 
they were to sell us a bad watch I '* 

Mr. Maynard smiled. 

" You need fear nothing of the kind at 
the shop we are going to, my little girl," he 
answered. " Let me manage it, I am still 
able to guide you in this kind of affaire' 

" I wished so much to give you the sur- 
prise myself some day," said Lucy, trying 
to gain time in another way,after the failure 
of her first attempt. 

" Well ! it will corne to the same, dar- 
ling ; I shall hâve the surprise a little 
sooner, that is ail." 

Mr. Maynard laughed in a joyous way 
that would hâve delighted his daughter 
under any other circumstances. At the 
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same moment, the carriage Btopped before 
a very handsome shop. 

" Wait for us hère," said the blind man 
to the coachman ; " we hâve several other 
places to visit, and shall probablj keep you 
ail day.'* 

The man touched his hat and retumed to 
his seat on the box. Lucy looked at him 
with an air of despair which those only 
who hâve suffered can understand. The 
coachman and the carriage seemed to her 
at that moment the embodiment of the 
wretched necessity of false luxury and the 
déception to which she had lent herself. 
She longed to speak to the man and im- 
plore him to go ; but there he was, engaged 
by the hour, as inflexible as the march of 
time or the révolution of the earth. Lucy 
foUowed her f ather into the shop. 
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Mr. Maynard had the self-possessed air 
o£ a rich man, whieh imposes on vulgar 
minds and brings a crowd of eager shop- 
men round the open-handed purchaser. 
Lucy's shyness and air of embarrassment 
passed unnotîced ; she was simply looked 
iipon as the companion of the custoraer. 

" What can I show you?" asked the 
shopman. 

"I want a watchby Breguet; something 
very handsome and good. One does not 
commit such a pièce of f oUy every day, so, 
while I am about it, I wish to purchase a 
good article, eh, Lucy!'* said the old man. 

The girl bowed her head without answer- 
ing, thinking thus to avoid any appearance 
of complicity in her father's proceeding. 

" Now, little girl, you are to choose for 
me," continued Mr. Maynard, " you know 
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my taste so well that I leave it to you 
entirely as far as beauty goes ; the maker 
must answer for the quality." 

I shall nofc trouble the reader with the 
shopman's assurances on this point. 

Lucy moved like an automaton to the 
counter, where the watches were spread out 
for her inspection. 

There the poor girl stood like a criminal 
whose last hour has corne ; taking up a 
watch as if to examine it and suddenly re- 
membering her position, she put it down 
again as if sbe had been on the point of 
committing a felony. At last she felt 
that she must make up her mind, and 
that, with so many eyes watching her, she 
could hesitate no longer; her father s voice 
also helped to briag her to a sensé of tha 
reality. 
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" Have you nearly decided, Lucy?" he 
asked, with much contented satisfaction. 

" Not yet, papa, the watclies are ail so 
beautiful and I admire them so much, that 
I hardly knowhow to make a sélection." 

The man smiled and looked at the young 
girl with more interest than he had yet ex- 
hibited. 

" Why ! you frighten me ; tell me the 
priées at once," said Mr. Maynard, with a 
smile. 

" They are very low and reasonable, con- 
sidering the articles, sir. This one is 
twenty-eight pounds," added he, looking at 
the ticket ; " the young lady has only to 
choose the one which she prefers, they are 
ail guaranteed ; we can answer for our 
goods." 

" Corne, make haste," said Mr. Maynard. 
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Lucy stmck her forehead as if a tbought 
bad suddenly occurred to her. 

" I know you will scold me, papa, but 
would you believe tbat in our hurry to start 
I quite forgot to bring any money ?" 

"lam sorry,'* said Mr. Maynard, with 
an air of vexation, " but do not distress 
yourself , my child ; it is only a slight dis- 
appointment, and we can easily corne back 
to-morrow." 

" I should not think of troubling you to 
corne back," said the shopman eagerly ; 
"thèse things happen almost every day, 
one of our clerks will accompany you with 
the bill, so that you can take the watch 
away with you." 

** Oh ! no, thankyou," answered Lucy. 

*' But why refuse an arrangement which 
âuits us so well ? '' said the blind man ; 
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** now I think of it it would be inconvénient 
to corne hère to-morrow, I sliould miss my 
walk again." 

" I could corne without you, papa," said 
the girl quietly, hoping if she could only 
gain time to be able to find some way out 
of the difficulty, 

** I must indeed be a spoiled child, as you 
treat me so severely," said the old man, 
sadly. 

In despair Lucy looked at him, then at 
the watches; she wenttothecounterhardly 
knowing what she was about. Surely 
something would happen ! She almost 
wished for an earthquake ; any catastrophe 
at that moment would hâve been welcome 
to the poor girl. She took up ail the watches 
in tum, and at last making up her mind as 
if she were leaping over a précipice. 
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" I shall take this one," she said to tbe 
shopman. " I suppose, as thèse watches 
are quite new, they want regulating; I need 
not hâve troubled myself about the money 
as you will not be able to deliver the watch 
for a day or two." 

" Excuse me, madam," said the man, 
confidently, " our watches are always quite 
ready for use, in fact, we constantly supply 
travellers. Our watches go as regularly as 
the sun." 

** What a time you are making up your 
mind, Lucy ! " said the old man almost im- 
patiently. 

" I beg your pardon, sir, the lady has 
made a very judicious sélection. You are 
now the possessor of a watch which will 
give you entire satisfaction ; you hâve only 
to press this particular spring and it will 
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strike thé hour. It is the best and most 
trustworthy companion a man deprived of 
sight can possess." 

As he said this the watchmaker wound 
up the repeater, and then placed in Mr. 
Maynard's hands the long coveted object. 
The poor old man took it and felt it with 
a childish delight, such as the most in- 
diffèrent person could not hâve witnessed 
unmoved. 

For a few seconds Lucy forgot her terrors 
in her father*sjoy. Yet a further trial 
awaited her. After having had the watch 
secured to his chain, Mr. Maynard tumed 
to his daughter. 

" I am going to show y ou that I am not 
selfish, dear child, it is now your turn ; I 
am going to make y ou a présent fit for a 
queen. I promised you a pair of pearl ear- 
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rings long ago, and would not tell you be- 
forehand, but I was determined you should 
hâve them to-day." 

" No, papa, I will not hear of such a 
thing," answered Lucy warmly. " Tins is 
my affair, I know I should never wear them 
as you could not see them on me, and what 
would be the use of ornaments which I 
should throw aside ? You know T only care 
to look well for your sake." 

" Well, you are certainly a very naughty 
girl, Lucy, to deny me such a small plea- 



sure." 



" I will promise to ask for the earrings 
when I care to hâve them," answered the 
poor child, without even a glance at the 
jewels which seemed to hâve been spread 
before her by magie. 

" Well, well, you must hâve your way, I 



74 A TANGLED WEB. 



suppose," murmured the old man with a 
sigh. •• Give me your arra and let us go 
back to the carriage. If it had not been 
for that man we might hâve gone to some 
other shops, and I should certainly hâve 
insisted on your buying something for 
yourself ; we must corne back in a f ew days^ 
that is ail." 

Lucy avoided an answer. Two days ! 
a whole lifetime to a drowning man who 
sees only a respite from his agony, but the 
immédiate péril was still there, threaten- 
ing her in the person of the clerk, who 
looked at her smilinglyand spoke occa- 

sionally as if he were doing the most 
natural and the least irritating thing in the 
world. 

There are some moments of intense 
mental agony when we cannot help think- 
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iiig that something wonderful must happen 
rather than we should be left a prey to the 
ordinary course of events. 

Every turn of the wheels that brought 
Lucy nearer home seemed a desperate ap- 
peal to the world to destroy the earth rather 
than leave her to drift to an un certain end, 
where her own and her father's happiness 
must suffer shipwreck. 

Time, however, went on, carriages were 
roUing along the avenue of the Champs 
Elysée, and through the open Windows 
bright and smiling faces appeared utterly 
unconscious of the storm that was raging 
in a heart in their midst. 

A feeling of terror came over Lucy each 
time she looked at the shopman sitting 
quietly opposite her, and who was ready to 
présent his bill for payment. Maria was 
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fortunately standing at the door when they 
arrîved. 

Her présence made a diversion and 
brought relief to Lucj's sufferings; sheleft 
her father with the old servant and rushed 
into the house as to a haven of refuge. 

" Don't be in such a hurry, miss, here's a 
letter for you/* called out Maria, stopping 
her. " It has been burning a hole in my 
pocket ail day." 

Ànd dame Maria gave Lucy a rather 
thick letter, which the latter put into her 
pocket abstractedly. 

How could she think of anything but her 
anxieties at that moment P Just then one 
of those minor annoyances which recall us 
to everyday lif e made her shudder. It was 
the coachman*s gruff voice calling to her. 

" Seven-and-sixpence, and something for 
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the driver," shouted the man, whom Lucy 
had completely forgotten. 

** Oh 1 yes, of course," said the poor girl, 
the colour coming to her face, and, 
taking out her parse which oontained the 
raoney she had obtained at such a oost to 
her feelings the day before, she gave the 
raan eight shillings. 

" What 1 and nothing for the coach- 
man ? " 

** I owe you only seven-and-sixpence for 
the carriage," said Lucy, with a trembling 
voice. 

" Then I am only to hâve sixpence after 
dragging yôu about for three hours ! I 
hope you may of ten hâve such cheap drives, 
young lady," growled the man, as he drove 
away indignantly. 

Happily Mr. Maynard, having gone ia 
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with Maria, did uot hear the coacUman's 
insolent language, bat the clerk who stood 
near the door heard everythiog, and Lacy, 
guessing his thoughts, paased him with 
a very red face, and ran upstaira as if to 
fetch the money he was waiting for. What 
would ahe say ? What could she do ? She 
had turned 07er every possible combiuation 
in her mind without arriving at anything 
satisfaotory. In utter deapair, having lost 
her présence of mind, the wretched girl 
went up the stairoase leading to her room. 
At the same moment her hand closed on 
the letter which Maria had presented to her 
a few minutes before. 

Lucy, taking it out of her pocket, opened 
it and began reading it mechanically. A 
cry whieh no language can express escaped 
from the girl'sover-burdenedheart. Three 



"^ 
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bank notes for forty pouads slipped out of 
the envelope. Was it a dreatn or not ? 
She picked up the notes which were scat- 
tered on the carpet and was looking at 
them gratefully as the only means of re- 
storing her to life and happiness, when she 
discovered there was something besides ; a 
letter accompanied the notes. It coatained 
only the folio wing lines : — 

" Mauam, 

**Without your knowing it, I 
liave long since found out your position 
and your heroism. It can matter but little 
to you how I arrived at the discovery ; 
allow me to share your dévotion which I 
alone know and appreciate. Some day I 
may perhaps claim my share of the reward." 

There was no signature, nothing that 
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could furnish the slightest due to the 
benevolent donor. Yet if this money 
brought such intense relief in the présent, 
might it not be a source of self-reproach 
and remorse in the future ? The girl was 
pushing aside the notes when lier father s 
voice at the foot of the stairs, threw her 
once more into a state of profound agony. 

" Lucy, don't you know we are waiting 
for you to pay the bill ? " 

The poor child got up in teiror. She 
took up the notes raechanically, and putting 
them back in the envelope, ran quickly 
downstairs quite determined to put up 
with any affront rather than use this 
money, which was causing her so much 
anxiety. 

" My dear child, how long you hâve 
kept me waiting for the possession of my 
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watch. I sball not feel that it îs really 
mine until it bas been paid for." 

" Papa, I was looking for" — 

" Make basfce, Lucy, tbe man bas been 
bere a long time, and bis présence annoys 
me. I feel tbat as long as be stays, I can- 
not call my treasure my own." 

" If it were so, papa ; supposing I bad 
spent more tban I tbougbt, and tbat I 
could not pay tbe wbole amount tbis after- 
noon ?" 

" Corne, you alarm me ; you must be 
joking, Lucy ; but even in tbat case, it 
coiild be easily managed — we bave plenty 
of valuable securities ; you bave only to 
give bim one as a deposit to tbe watcb- 
maker, wbo will only be too bappy to take 
it. But it cannot be so, I knovv my income, 
and your wiseand eoonomical management 

G 
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Yoli are still treating me lîke a chîld ; but 
I want forgiveness so much for myself, that 
I, too, must learD to pardon my darling." 

For the first tirae since the commence- 
ment of their troubles, Lucy completely 
gave way ; sbe cried as if she could find 
relief in tears. At the same moment, the 
clerk, whom Mrs. Leavers had taken into 
the drawing-room and treated with the 
greatest civility, as if to make him f orget 
the object of his visit, began to show de- 
cided symptoms of anger at the part he had 
been acting since his arrivai ; he marched 
to the vestibule where we left Mr. May- 
nard and Lucy. The man stared with im- 
pertinent curiosity at the girl; he sus- 
pected there was some mystery decidedly 
unfavourable to the practical object of his 
visit. 
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** I cannot wait any longer, madam," 
said he, advancing towards the young girl, 
** I must either hâve the money or take 
back the watch." 

'^ Do you hear, Lucy ?" said Mr. May- 
nard, haK ashamed. " How could you ex- 
pose me to such a threat ? " 

" Because — " 

** You are killing me, Lucy ; I am quite 
atalossto understandyourconduct to-day ; 
and I feel almost inclined to doubt your 
affection or to — Oh 1" said he, striking his 
forehead in an agony, " hâve you been 
deceiving me, Lucy ? I would rather die 
than hear it !" 

" No father, I hâve not deceived you !" 
said the unfortunate girl, terrified by such 
an outburst of grief ; " I shall tell you bye 
and by why I hesitated." 
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" Willyou take the amount due to you?'* 
she said, giving the man one of the notes 
' which she had just taken out of the en- 
velope. 

" You owe him some compensation for 

4 

the delay'' whispered Mr. Maynard,who was 
anxious to re-establish his character in the 
eyes of the stranger. 

** Certainly, papa," said Lucy, slipping a 
five-shilling pièce into the man's hand. 

The latter bowed very civilly and took 
his departure. 

" Ah 1 what a trying time T hâve had, 
and how you aiarmed me, you naughty 
chîld !" said the blind man, dropping into 
an arm-chair as soon as he had got back 
to his own room. Mrs. Leavers gazed at 
Lucy with a kind of stupéfaction. The old 
lady's eyes represented two points of 
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interrogation, and expressed so much sur- 
prise, that in spite of the tortures she had 
just undergone, Lucy could not help smil- 
ing as she gave her aunt the letter which 
had accompanied the bank notes. Mrs. 
Leavers' first impression was a feeKng of 
joyful relief; then, like her nièce, and even 
more keenly, for the old lady having more 
expérience than the girl, felt a something 
Uke remorse which attends a wrong action. 
She looked at Lucy with émotion, her eyes 
seeming to say, ** What hâve we done ?" 



CHAPTER VI. 

In a pretty house bordering on one of the 
avenues in the Champs Elysée, there lived 
a wealthy English family, consisting of five 
persons. 

A long glass conservatory, crowded 
with shrubs and beautif ul plants of every 
description, led to the private entrance. 
A vulgar observer might, perhaps, hâve 
found fault with the want of order in the 
arrangement of the flowers ; a poet or a 
painter would hâve found an inspiration 
from the scène. 

A man dressed entirely in white, but ap- 
parently a servant was caref uUy watering the 
plants whichdrooped beneath therays of the 
Sun. Suddenly he was startled by the 
violent ringing of a bell ; hurrying to a 
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room at the end of the conservatory, he 
cautiously raised a heavy curtain, as if 
fearing to enter without a further bidding. 
He had not long to wait. A gentleman, 
seated at a bureau covered with news- 
papers, raised his head as the servant 
entered — 

" Well Joseph, did you deliver my 
message ?" 

" Tes, sir, I did my best, and I am 
quite positive no one will suspect any- 
thing." 

" You are a worthy fellow, Joseph ; to 
whom did you speak ?" 

" To Maria herself ; although she treated 
me so badly I must say she is a good 
créature, and very devoted to lier mas ter 's 
f amily. 1 hear ail that goes on from her, 
though we used to quarrel so dreadfuUy. 
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At first she made a great f uss about help- 
ing me, but in the end she promised to de- 
liver the note, not knowing what there was 
inside." 

" If ail you bave told me be true, Josepb, 
and I cannot doubt it now that I bave seen 
the blind man and bis daughter, I feel that 
we are bonnd to do ail we can to belp them 
ont of their melancholy position. I shall 
do notbing further without Consulting my 
sister. Go and ask ber wbether she can 
spare me a few moments." 

" But don't you tbink. Sir ?"— 

Sir Henry Wbeeler merely looked at bis 
servant and repeated the order in an 
autboritative tone. Josepb bowed and dis- 
appeared bebind the curtain. 

Mrs. Manners was short and stout ; al- 
thougb she was f orty, ber complexion had 
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retained ail its freshness. Her luxuriant 
liair fell in thîck curls on a well-shaped 
neck. She was a pretty woman in every 
sensé of the word, and one who evidently 
still sought admiration. Two pretty lit:le 
girls with sweet faces, and primly attired, 
stood beside her. 

" You wished to speak to me, Harry?" 
said Mrs. Manners, holding out her hand 
to her brother. 

" I know you are glad to do a kind 
action, Blizabeth, that is why I wish to 
hâve a few minutes' conversation with you 
this morning." 

Mrs. Manners waited to hear what he 
had to say before making any remark. 

" You know how thoroughly trustworthy 
I consider Joseph," began Sir Henry, 

" Yes, I know that ever since you en- 
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gaged him a year ago in London, you hâve 
always spoken very highly of him." 

" He was formerly in service hère with a 
family who hâve met with very severe 
reverses. I feel greatly interested in the 
f ate of thèse poor people ; I hâve thought 
of a plan, and I want your assistance to 
carry it out.' 

" My purse is quite at your disposai, 
Harry.'' 

" I would not hâve applied to you if I 
bad only wanted money. This is a case 
that requires the most skilf ul management. 
I am afraid I should go to work awkwardly 
while you are sure to do the right 
thing." 

" I must confess that I do not under- 
stand," said Mrs. Manners. 

" Do you remember my telling you, a few 



A TANGLED WEB. 91 

days ago, about a ride I had in the Bois 
de Boulogne ?" 

The lady looked as if she were trying to 
recall a fact which had escaped her 
memory. 

" I remember, mother," said a little 
voice. 

Sir Henry laid his hand gently on the 
small head. 

" What do you remember, darling ?" 

She looked at her mother as if asking for 
permission to speak. 

" I recoUect," she said, " it was about a 
blind man and a young lady, bis daughter 
coming to look for him." 

Sir Henry smiled. 

" Quite right," he said. 

" Elizabeth, may Ella and Bessie go and 
play for a little while ?'* 
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Mrs. Manners looked at the two children, 
who ran away, shaking their heads in a 
half-smiling, half-pouting way at their 
uncle. 

" It is respecting this blind man and his 
daughter that I wish to speak to you," said 
Sir Henry. " It is one of those heart- 
rending taies that we read of in novels, but 
which seem unreal to us, accustomed as we 
are to ease and luxury.'* 

Sir Henry then related Mr. Maynard's 
and Lucy's history as he had heard it 
f rom Joseph. The only thing he omitted 
to mention was the last épisode of the 
watch, not wishing his sister to suspect 
the part he had acted in the affair. 

" What do you think of doing, Harry?" 
said Mrs. Manners, her interest really 
awakened. 
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" Do not you thînk you might make Mr. 
Maynard's acquaintance througli me, and 
on pretence of asking Miss Maynard to 
share the children's lessons and amuse- 
ments, while in truth she may be acting as 
their governess ?" 

" But your protégée seems very younj 
for the work." 

** Thatis of no conséquence ; our object 
will be to benefit her, not ourselves." 

" Well, then, when do you wish to bring 
this young lady to me, Harry ?" 

Sir Henry, looking at his sister with an 
habituai air of command which always had 
a great effect upon her, arose from his 
seat. 

** You must stretch a point, Elizabeth," 
Le said quietly, " and go with me to the 
Green House. Mr. Maynard asked me to 
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call, and you will be as welcome as the 
beneficent fairy who, acoording to the 
story books, brings happiness in her train. 
I know that such a proceeding is quite 
against the rules of society " he added, see- 
ing Mrs. Manners preparing to protest ; 
** but under such exceptional circumstances, 
we may be permitted to lay aside étiquette. 
Do you consent ?" 

Sir Henry had so much influence over 
bis sister, tbat she bowed her head in sign 
of acquiescence. 

" Remember, Elizabeth," he said, press- 
ing her hand gratefuUy, '* the children 
must not hear a word of this story. Only 
think what the conséquences would be if 
an incautious remark were to reach Mr. 
Maynard's ears." 

For the next few days Sir Henry was 
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punctual to his tacit engagement with the 
old man ; each interview strengthened the 
bond of friendship between thèse two men. 
Mr. Maynard was undoubtedly the chief 
gainer, for Lucy, taking advantage of 
the évident pleasure it gave her father to 
converse with the stranger, had obtained 
permission to stay at home occasionally. 
No sooner had she seen the old man off 
than she would hasten to the dressmaker's. 
Things were going on thus, when Sir 
Henry décided to take his sister to the 
Green House. 



CHAPTER VII. 

Mrs. Manners arrived in great style, mucb 
against her brother s wish. Unf ortunately 
lier grandeur was lost upon the only per- 
son whom it would hâve impressed. 

Mr. Maynard was, however, highly gra- 
tified at her visit, the object of which was 
not only to be of service to the f amily, but 
also an endeavour to strengthen the old 
man's belief in his unaltered position. 

In spite of her frivolity, Mrs. Manners 
had fully entered into her brother s plan ; 
besides, there was much to excite her curi- 
osity in a visit paid under such unusual 
cîrcumstances. 

Mr. Maynard and Mrs. Leavers were 
alone when Sir Henry's carriage drove up 
before the Green House. 
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The only apartment fit for the réception 
of guests was the blind man's room, as 
the others were destitute of eveiy comfort. 
We hâve abeadj alluded to the melancholy 
appearance of the paintings in which the 
blind man took so much pride. 

A basty glance round the room produced 
a widely différent impression on the brother 
and sister. Sir Henry was deeply moved, 
while Mrs. Manners with difficultv re- 
strained a laugh. 

However, as she had a part to act, she 
went up to the old people with great cour- 
tesy, and if she shghtly exaggerated her 
efforts to be polite, her brother alone per- 
ceived it. 

" Wby bave you so completely retired 
from Society?" said she, addressing Mr. 
Maynard. 
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The old man begau to plead his infirrai- 
ties, etc. 

" I know what you are going to say," 
she went on, " but you must pardon me if 
I think your reason a bad one. In your 
position, you should lead a very différent 
life." 

Mrs. Manners' words produced a joyful 
impression on Mr. Maynard's face. Any 
doubts which might possibly hâve troubled 
his mind were now completely dispelled. 
The lady's task became a very easy one. 
She had taken Mr. Maynard's heart by 
storm. 

The visitors stayed a long time, 
Mrs. Manners having expressed a wish to 
see Lucy, who was very long in making 
her appearance. The blind man showed 
signs of impatience^ and Maria was 



A TANGLED WEB. 99 

rêverai times despatched in searoh of the 

Lucy had returned from the dressmaker's 
soon after the arrivai of Sir Henry and his 
sister, but ther visit, very far from giving 
her pleasure, fiUed her with alarms on her 
father's account. It was bad euough to 
be poor, without being forced to parade 
their poverty before the inquisitive gaze of 
strangers. 

But there was another reason ; although 
Lucy was wise beyond her years, she was 
yet young enough to feel half ashamed to 
appear in her shabby dress before the 
fashionable lady of whom Maria had been 
giving her a glowing description. She 
therefore lingered upstairs, hoping the 
visitors would take their departure without 
-asking for her. As she never opposed her 
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father's wishes, as soon as she was told he 
wanted her, she went down with a sad but 
blushing face. 

At the first glanoe Mrs. Manners recog- 
nised in the girl a superiority which she 
herself could never hope to attain. This 
conviction went home to lier like an elec- 
tric shock. She put on a haugbty and 
disdainf al air. 

Sir Henry said very little to Lucy, who 
felt very much. like a little girl when 
brought in to see company. 

"You were not very gracions to Sir 
Henry and his sister," said Mr. Maynard^ 
as the carriage drove away. 

" I dislike making new friends, papa, 
and I cannot lielp thinking that thèse 
grand people must dtspise our quiet 
ways." 
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" I see what ît is ; y ou are proud, Lucy, 
and y ou imagine they look down upon y ou. 
But, iny dear child, there is no reason why 
you should not hold your head quite as 
Ligh as anyone." 

In peculiarly trying situations, it is well 
nigh an impossibility to foresee every event 
in time, in order to guard against it. Lucy 
and her aunt contantly found themselves 
in some new predioament. 

" I must send for the tailor and order a 
new suit," ^aid Mr. Maynard, " I hâve been 
wanting one for some time." 

Lucy sighed. It was very painf ul to her 
to be so often forced to take Mr. Maynard's 
tradespeople into her confidence. 

A scène, similar to others which occurred 
daily, very nearly led to the blind man's 
discovery of his real position. 
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They had been obliged to send for the 
tailor, who arrived one morning before 
Lucy had been able to carry ont her in- 
tention of seeing him. The old man hap- 
pened to be alone at the time ; he gave 
his order and, whether purposely or not, 
omitted to mention the matter to Mrs. 
Leavers or to Lucy on their return. 

A f ew days later, while they were ail at 
breakfast, a messenger brought the new 
suit. It was of the finest quality, and no 
expense had been spared in the making. 
A bill amounting to eight pounds aocom- 
panied the parcel. 

Lucy and Mrs. Leavers looked as if a 
thunderbolt had fallen at their feet. They 
had intended to gratify Mr. Maynard's 
wish either by ordering an inexpensive 
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suit, or by tryîng to div^ert his mind from 
the subject. 

'* I hope y ou hâve a pretty dress ready, 
Lucy. If ail goes well we might return 
our friends' visit ia a £ew days." 

"You know I never cared for fine 
clothes, papa. Besides, what I hâve is 
quite good enough," added the poor girl, 
seeing her father about to protest. 

The words, however, were hardly spoken 
before she felt wibh regret that she had 
lost an opportunity of gaining time, and 
putting ofE what was to her a troublesome 
visit. She was still more convinced of 
her mistake in not making the dress an 
excuse, when Mr. Maynard eagerly pro- 
posed they should go that very day. 

"I cannot possibly go to-day," she said. 
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" Why not, my dear ? " 

Mrs. Leavers came to her nièce' s rescue. 

" I am expectiog some workmen to do a 
few repairs at the top of the house, and I 
want Lucy to stay with me while the work 
is being done." 

"Then I shall hâve togoout by myself," 
said Mr. Maynard. 

Lucy threw her arms around his neck. 

" No, I shall join you as soon as I can 
get away," she said, her eyes full of tears. 

-As soon as the blind man was out of 
sight, Liicy hurried to her father's tailor. 
She was shown into the man*s private 
room, and went up to him shyly like a 
criminal pkading for pardon. In a few 
words she explained her inability to pay 
for the expensive clothes which had been 
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sent to her father, and implored Mr. Ver- 
non to take them back at onca. 

" Do you think it would be possible to 
carry on business in that way ? " said tho 
tailor. " The suit was made expressly for 
your father; I am not in the habit of 
disposing of misfits. I shall not trouble 
you for payment for the next three 
months, but then I shall expect my 
money." 

" We shall never be able to pay you, sir," 
answered the giri, in despair. 

Mr. Vernon looked at her with astonish- 
ment. 

" Then why did jour father givé the 
order?'* he exclaimed. 

Lucy saw that her only way ont of the 
dilemma would be to tell the whole truth. 
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She therefore related the whole storj, 
without reserve or false shame. As she 
continued, the tailor, who had been verj 
stem and unbending at first, felt his anger 
evaporating at the sight of Luoy's tears. 
He became gradually transformed into a 
coinpassionate hearer. When she had 
finished, he gazed at her with unmistake- 
able admiration. 

" I hâve a daughter, Miss Maynard, and 
I ask nothing better of Providence than to 
give ber a heart as pure as yours. I shall 
not take back Mr. Maynard' s clothes, for, 
as I hâve already told y ou, with perfect 
truth, tbey woald be of no use to me ; 
* but, don't be offended at what I am about 
to say, I promise never to ask you to 
pay unless you are in a position and choose 
to do so." 
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" But supposing that day should never 
come ! " said Lucy, greatly relie ved. 

"Well, then, we hâve plenty of rich 
customers who make up for our small 
losses," added Mr. Vernon, smiling, to 
conceal the émotion he did not care to 
show. Don't distress yourself, Miss May- 
nard, I am not making you a présent, ao 
you see 1 am giving you back the bill 
without receiptingit. I am only entreating 
y our permission to join in gratifying y our 
poor father's wish." 

Lucy felt as if she could hâve hugged 
the worthy tailor for removing her scruple» 
with so much delicacy. She had acted 
thoughtlessly, for Mr. Maynard could not 
bave been asked to retum his purchase 
without learning the truth. She held ont 
her hand to the tailor. 
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" I thank you with ail my heart, and I 
shall never forget your kindness," slie 
said. 

Lucy went home more composed than 
she had felt for a long tîme. 



1 



CHAPTBR VIIL 

ïwo days later, Mr. Maynard, proudl^r 
attired in his new clothes, and Lucy, 
dressed with a simplicîty that would 
hâve made hîra blush could he but havé 
seen lier, presented themselves at Sir 
Henry Wheeler*s magnificent house. 

Mrs. Manners was aware that her 
brother had divined her feelings towardf^ 
Lucy, but, as it was her interest not to 
annoy him, she promised to do ail she 
could this time to gain Miss Maynard' s 
confidence. 

And she kept her word. It is doubtful, 
however, whether she would hâve suc- 
ceeded so well with Lucy, who had becn 
chilled by her haughty manner at theirfirsb 
interview, had it not been for the présence 
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of Ella and Bessie who, whether by 
accident or design, happened to be with 
their mother when the visitors were 
announced. 

The two little girls began by staring 
with shy surprise at the young lady whose 
clothes were so much shabbier than Susan's 
— ^^their mamma's maid ; but she seemed 
so sweet, and her manners were so gentle 
and ladylike, that they very soon decided, 
with the quick instinct of childen, that 
they would like her a great deal better 
than any of their former companions. 

Lucy, for her part, was attracted by 
their childish prattle and the freshness of 
feeling which was so new to her, accus- 
tomed as she had been to live with old 
people, and it was with unmixed satisfac- 
tion that she accepted Mrs. Manners' in- 
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vitatîon to corne and see them as often as 
she could make it convenient. 

As for Mr. Maynard, who had been car- 
ried ott by Sir Henry on his arrivai, his 
face was beaming with delight. 

His friend had entertained him in a 
manner which had made him forget ail the 
annoyances of his past life. 

We neeJ hardly say that Joseph had 
assiduouslv attended to his former master s 
comfort, while carefuUy avoiding Lucy's 
présence. 

The next morning Lucy received the 
foUowing letter :— • 

" Dkab Miss Maynard, 

" You hâve won my children s 
hearts so entirely that they would like to 
hâve you with them always. I am aware 
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tbat this is quîte impossible, but could you 
not give them a proof of your friendship 
by coming to us for a few hours every 
day? Their French is so bad that you 
would do thera and myself a real favour 
by acceding to my request. 

" The Frencb governess is leavingto-day, 
therefore the sooner you could corne the 
better. 

" Yours sincerely, 

" Blizabeth Mannees.'* 

Tbis very significant letter was acceom- 
panied by a note to Mr. Maynard from 
Sir Henry Wheeler, begging as a particular 
favour tliat Miss Maynard might be per- 
initted to sliare the stiidies and amusements 
of his nièces who, like spoiled children, had 
declai ed they could not do without her. 
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" Well, my little girl, you liave been 
winning hearts, as usual," said the blind 
man, gaily ; " are you sorry now that you 
gave in to my wish ? " 

" No, papa, on the contrary," said the 
girl, who gladly saw a prospect of earning 
something. 

** Then you will go to the children every 
day ? " 

" Yes, papa, I should like it very much, 
if you hâve no objection." 

One thing troubled Lucy. How could 
thèse strangers, who had only been once 
to the Green House, hâve found ont the 
inystery of their lives ? 

Their poverty must indeed be very ap- 
parent, or they must hâve acted their parts 
very badly, for they had evidentlyimposed 
on no one but the blind man himself . 
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She did not, however, care to enquire 
into the cause of such unexpected happi- 
ness. The resuit altogether surpassed her 
hopes. 

Of course, she understood at once that 
she was not to occupy in Mrs. Manners' 
house the position which her father ima- 
gined she f elt she would often be obliged to 
endure the proud woman's scorn and super- 
cilious airs, for she had made a pretty 
good guess at her real character ; but such 
trifles were of secondary importance com- 
pared with the joy of being able at last to 
restore something like comfort to the little 
household. * 

Lucy felt that she must lose no time 
in responding to Mrs. Manners' request. 
The next day she told her father, who 
fimiled at his daughter's eagerness, that 
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^Tie thought she would go at once to the 
children. 

" I am afraid I sliall be the only loser bj 
this arrangement," said Mr. Maynard, 
laughingly. " I must resîgn myself to the 
loss of my companion, but I will be un- 
selfish and sacrifice myself to those spoiled 
children, who think only oî their own 
pleasure." 

" Dear papa, I will make it up to y ou, 
rest assured," said Lucy, kissîng her 
father. 

She was able, for the first time, to leave 
the Green House alone, without having 
recourse to a subterfuge, and was soon at 
Mrs. Manners' house. 

Susan showed her into the school-room, 
which was not then occupied. Lucy had 
time to reflect quietly over her new posi- 
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tîon. It was clear, from this réception^ 
that Mrs. Manners wished her to under- 
stand that, although willing to assist her 
ia concealing the secret from Mr. Maynard, 
Lucy was still to keep at a respectf ul dis- 
tance. 

Her heart, however, was so full of joy 
at this moment, that there was no room in 
it for petty vexations. 

She rose with quiet dîgnity, when Mrs- 
Manners entered with Ella and Bessie. 

" You are now my children s governess,^ 
Miss Maynard," said that lady, " I know 
what is due to your father's position ; you 
may, tberefore, be assured we shall do ail 
in our power to make the occupation you 
hâve been obliged to accept as pleasant as 
possible." 

There was a mixture of cordiality and 
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haughtiaess in the words which gave Luoy 
the impression that the speaker was obej- 
ing an order which she would gladly hâve 
disregarded. 

However, hep courage had returned, 
and she replied in a manner which seemed 
to give Mrs. Manners complète satisfac- 
tion. 

" I f uUy understand my duties and obli- 
gations to you," she said, " and it will be 
my endeavour to do ail I can to express 
my gratitude for the concession you 
hâve made ont of considération for my 
father." 

" We feel so sure of it, Miss Maynard, 
that I am going to leave my darlings en- 
tirely in your charge. Can you go on with 
their musio ? "" 

"I hope so, madam, although I hâve 
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not had the luxury of a piano for a long 
time." 

" I am glad of that ; you will relieve me 
of a duty in which I hâve taken great 
pleasure, but which takes up too much of 
my time, as my daughters advance in their 
musical studies. You will find hère ail 
the books you require for the French les- 
sons," added Mrs. Manners. " I hopeyou 
will make yourself quite at home ; my en- 
gagements are so numerous that I must 
ask you not to be surprised if you do not 
see me every day." 

Lucy was too happy at the prospect of 
being left alone, to feel disposed to quarrel 
with an announcement which left her in 
complète liberty. Alone with Ella and 
Sessie she seemed to wander back to child- 
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hood's days, in their mother s présence slie 
felt herself the victim of self^denial and 
unselfishness. 

A pleasant intimacy soon sprang up be- 
tween the three girls. Although Lucy's 
pupils were several years yoiinger thaa 
herself, she succeeded in gaining their 
affection so completely that the figure of 
speech which their mother had employed 
at the commencement of their acquaint- 
ance was now literally true — ** They could 
not do without her." 

They made rapid progress in music and 
French, and the mnsic lessons, which Lucy 
shared with her pupils, had become a posi- 
tive pleasure. Mrs. Manners, attracted 
by her daughters' growing proficiency, was 
sometimes présent at thèse lessons. Sir 
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Henry, alone, held aloof. The young go- 
verness had only caught sight of him two 
or three times when she liad accompanied 
her fatlier to the house, leaving him in the 
drawing room with Sir Henry, while she 
immediately rejoined her pupils. 

One af temoon, however, when, to please 
the children, she was trying over a Vene- 
tian barcarolle which had been left on the 
piano by Mrs. Manners, Sir Henry, hap- 
pening to pass the drawing-room, opened 
the door rather suddenly, and stopped in 
surprise when he heard who was singing. 
Lucy was slightly taken by surprise ; car- 
ried away by the pleasure of singing, she 
had f orgotten that her clear, ringing voice 
might be heard by the other members of 
the family. 
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" I was not aware you possessed such a 
marvellous gift, Miss Maynard," said Sir 
Henry, advancing towards her. ** Hâve 
you had a good singing master ?" 

" My father was anxious I should cùlti- 
vate my voice," answered Lucy, quietly ; 
" but I hâve been obliged to give up ail 
my accomplishments, and it is some time 
since I hâve received lessons." 

" Why your assistance would be invalu- 
able at the concerts which my sister and I 
wish to organise this winter. Would you 
mind trying some duets with Mrs. Man- 
ners and myself ? " 

" I shall be delighted to be of use," said 
Lucy, "and I must confess it willbeone 
of the greatest pleasures I ever had. 1 
hâve not sung for many years." 
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" Then it is a settled thing," saîd Sir 
Henry, without appearing to notice the de- 
lighted look on Lucy's face. " I naust 
tell my sister, she will be charmed with sa 
valuable an acquisition." 

Sir Henry kissed his nièces and, bow- 
ing coldly to Lucy, left the room, leaving- 
her full of happiness. 

She waited in vain for several days for 
some confirmation of the hopes which Sir 
Henry had raised in her bosom, and she 
began so think that, after ail, it had 
only been a delusive joy ; that Sir Henry, 
like many wealthy people, accustomed to 
indulge every whim, had listened to her 
singing and had then forgotten the circum- 
stance. Still she had no right to complain, 
and Mrs. Manners and her brother had 
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shown her so much kindness, that she 
could feel nothing but gratitude towards 
them. 

Time passed on, and meanwhile she tried 
to forget Sir Henry' s visit to the drawing- 
room. 



CHAPTBR IX. 

*' Why did you not tell me you wished to 
Lave singing lessons, Lucy?" said Mr. 
Maynard, when his daughter came into 
hîs room as usual. 

*' Because I did not care about practîs- 
ing," answered the girl, with a blush. 

" Then you must prépare to be displeased, 
young lady, for hère is a letter from Sir 
Henry Wheeler, asking me to allow you to 
bave lessons with Mrs. Manners, from Mr. 
Watt, one of the best masters in Paris. 
You used to hâve a fine voice, Lucy ; why 
deprive me of the pleasure of hearing you 
sing ? I know you are going to say that 
the lessons are very expensive. I am of 
course aware of it, but I am quite deter- 
mined to hâve my own way this time," and 
the old man laughed. 
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Lucy was only too glad to give in on 
this occasion. She had been asked to take 
thèse lessons as a favour, and had already 
accepted the offer. She passed her arma 
round her father's neck. 

" You know that I like whatever pleases 
you," sheanswered. 

" If I could onlv be sure of that," mur- 
mured the blind man, " but I hâve no 
right to conaplain just now. It seems you 
are to take your first lesson to-day. As 
I wish to be surprised bye-and-by, I shall 
not go Yt ith you ; I shall wait for the con- 
certs and then go to applaud you with 
everybody else." 

An hour after this conversation Lucy 
was with her pupils. Bessie ran up to 
her — 

" Everything is ready," she cried; " the 
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singing master is comîng ; thej say we are 
to hâve the grandest concerts this winter. 
How lucky you are, Lucy, to be old enough 
to be allowed to sing. Nothing in the 
world will induce mamma to let us leave 
off wearing short frocks, although Ella 
will be fourteen in twelve days." 

Her complaints were interrupted by the 
lady's maid who came to tell Miss Maynard 
that she was wanted in the drawing-room. 
Sir Henry and Mrs. Manners were enter- 
ing at the other door when Lucy made her 
appearance. They were accompanied by 
an active old man wearing large blue spec- 
tacles, who seemed to be ever trying to 
conceal hîs real character under a génial 
manner, quite out of keeping with the rest 
of his person. 

This little man was, nevertheless, at that 
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time one of the most celebrated masters of 
whioh the singing profession could boast. 
He took hardly any notice of Lucy. 

" Please to treat us quite like beginners,^' 
said Sir Henry, '* and we shall then get on 
much faster; don't you think so, Miss May- 
nard ? " turning politely to the young girl. 

"I should be very conceîted if I at- 
tempted to display any knowledge when 
you yourself are so humble," said Lucy 
quickly. 

"But you hâve sung before ? " 

" Yes, I had lessons for a year, but I 
gave up musio long ago." 

Mr. Watt had, ail this time, been arrang- 
ing the musio. The lesson commenced with 
a trio. Mrs. Manners, in order to make 
an impression on the singing master, sang 
as loudly as possible without troubling 



328 A TANGLED WEB. 



herself about the correctness of her notes. 
Sir Henry stopped occasionally to listen. 

" You are keeping in your voice, Miss 
Maynard," he said suddenly, turning to 
Lucy. " You were singing very differently 
when I heard you the other day." 

" I feel nervous," said Lucy, looking at 
Mrs. Manners. 

The latter smiled with conterapt. 

" You should not be nervous," she said, 
with the coolness of self confidence. 

" It will be really impossible for me to 
form an opinion of your voice unless you 
sing louder," said Mr. Watt. 

•* Then I shall try," said Lucy, with a 
smile. 

She liad hardly begun when they ail 
stopped short. It was Mrs. Manners' turn 
to feel nervous. Sir Henry, on the con- 
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trary, af ter a short pause, began again, his 
manly tones bringing out the magnifioent 
soprano that no one had suspected Luoy to 
possess. 

After a few minutes the master ceased 
plàying. He turned abruptly to Miss May- 
nard. Lucy, half ashamed of her perform- 
ance and of the effect it had produced, 
shrank from Mr. Watt's searohing gaze. 
He looked at her in silence for some 
time. 

" Miss Maynard," he said at last, in a 
manner which showed his respectful 
admiration, "how would you like to be- 
come a great artist; one of those who 
acquire famé and wealth ? *' 

Lucy looked up quickly. 

" Do not raise such hopes in my mind ; 
I may be tempted by them, and I know I 

E 
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should never obtaiii my fathers consent/* 
she answered. 

Mr. Watt shrugged his shoulders almost 
imperceptibly ; he said nothing, but quickly 
turned over the musio, and resumed his 
lesson ; but Luoy's voice faltered as it had 
done at the commencement, and the lesson 
passed without any further incident. 

The days went on, and Mp* Watt said 
nothing to his pupil of the bright prospect 
he had held out to her, but his înterest in 
her voice increased and he applied himself 
to its development with ail the skill of 
which he was possessed. 

When the winter set in Lucy was almost 
an accomplished singer. She felt, however, 
that she could not, in Mrs. Manners' house, 
venture to bear the palm, as that lady 
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would never forgîve her, and if the brother 
and sister were to forsake her, what would 
become of the poor girl, what would be the 
f ate of her father, of her old aunt who had 
sacrificed so much for them ? 

At Mrs. Manners' first concert, Lucy 
selected the part which was least likely to 
attract attention ; her voice seemed sweet 
and harmonious, nothing more. She kept 
in the background in order to show ofE the 
voice of the woman whom she might justly 
bave considered her enemy. Mrs. Manners 
consequently received ail the compliments 
so generously lavished on thèse occasions. 

" It is really a pity that your sister holds 
80 high a position," said Mr. Maynard 
laughingly to Sir Henry ; " with her gifts 
she might hâve been a distinguished artist. 



»> 
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" Supposing your daughter were 
similarly gifted, would you allow her to 
tara her talents to aocount ? " asked Sir 
Henry, quickly. 

Mr. Maynard seemed perplexed at the 
question. 

" No, it is quite a différent tliing," he 
said. "My daugliter's tastes are too simple 
for such an idea ever to enter her mind." 

** If, however, it were to occur to 
her ? " 

"Oh! I feel no nneasiness on that 
point," said the blind man, with a smile. 
" Lucy could never bear any comparison 
with your brilliant sister ; she knows my 
opinion on the subject." 

** But I hâve not heard it," persisted Sir 
Henry, pretending not to see Lucy, who 
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liad taken a seat behind her father, and 
who was eagerly taking in every word of the 
conversation. 

"I simply consider," said Mr. Maynard, 
** that a woman, in ordinary oiroumstanoes 
like my daughter, should dévote herself 
to her family, and nothing but poverty or 
urgent necessity should make her leave 
the humble sphère in whioh it has pleased 
Providence to place her." 

" But when she is driven to it by 
necessity?" asked Sir Henry, tuming to 
Lucy. 

" In that case, I should pardon, and per- 
haps even admire her,'* answered Mr. 
Maynard carelessly. 

Lucy raised her eyes to Sir Henry's 
as if to thank him for having brought about 
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an explanation without any assistance on 
her part. He was just then called away by 
his duties as host, and left Lucy as if he 
had no suspicion of what was passing in 
her mind. 

Mrs. Manners gave several more parties ; 
the last entertainment of the season was to 
be on a grand scale. 

Lucy had never felt so lonely and for- 
lom ; she knew înstinctively that the day 
must corne when ail her efforts would not 
keep her in the background ; Mrs. Manners 
must sooner or later discover the un- 
doubted superiority of one whom she had 
long treated as her inferior in every way ; 
she would then hâve to seek another 
situation. Her old aunt was the only 
person to whom the poor child could open 
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her heart unreservedly ; but Mrs. Leavers 
was old, she had led a retired life for so 
many years that far fromremoving the girl'a 
fears, she increased them by her owu ap- 
préhensions about the future. 

Lucy was a prey to thèse sad refleotions 
when the day of Mrs. Manners* last concert 
arrived. 



CHAPTER X. 

Miss Matnard, after having been treated 
like a spoîled child from her earliest child- 
hood, had,sinoe their mîsfortunes, served a 
severe apprenticeship to humility and for- 
getfulness of self. She had acquired a 
habit of dressing very simply, at first from 
motives of economy, and latterly, from a 
wish to avoîd offending Mrs. Manners. 
Lucy's symmetrical figure was hidden 
under black or dark-coloured dresses which 
she had been allowed to wear without com- 
ment, even on grand occasions. 

On the day of the party, she was pre- 
paring a black silk dress, in -which she 
looked like a govemess who is admitted as 
a spécial favour, to the drawing-room. 
What did it matter to the poor child as long 
as her f ather could not see her ? 
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She had just gone up to her room to 
make her préparations when her eyes, wan- 
dering indifferently round the apartment, 
were attracted by the sight of bright 
OQlours spreadoutonthebed ; Lucy rubbed 
her eyes to assure herself that she was 
awake. Who could hâve prepared ail thèse 
lovely articles so calculated to flatter a 
girl's vanity ? Who had selected that 
beautiful blue gauze which would set off 
her white neck and shoulders to such per- 
fection ? Who had sent the exquisite 
flowers which filled the room with a de- 
licious perf urne ? 

Lucy stood speechless before thèse 
treasures ; after a time she called Maria to 
her assistance, but the old servant did not 
know, or pretended not to know, who had 
sent the things. 
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" Why should you trouble yourself ta 
find out whence they came. Miss Lucy ?" 
said she, after a long preamble. *' You 
may dépend upon it, Providence has sent 
them, and we should never despise suoli 
gifts." 

" That dépends on thé way they are 
offered/' said Lucy with a smile, unfolding 
each article, the better to admire it. While 
thus engaged, a paper which had escaped 
her notice, slipped through her fingers ; hère 
was, no doubt, an explanation of the enigma 
— it contained nothing but thèse words : — 

" Miss Maynard is requested, for reasons 
which she will know later, to wear the ac- 
companying dress for the concert at which 
she is to sing this evening." 

" Well ! '* said the poor girl bitterly,. 
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" whether he or she sent it, it is an order. I 
shall wear a gay appearance to night. And 
y et, I may hâve been mistaken ; Mrs. 
Manners may be kind enough, after ail, and 
hâve done this from a feeling of affection 
and of pity. My dear black dress ! I 
would much rather wear you, had I the 
choice." 

While thus speaking to herself, Lucy 
stood before the looking-glass, placing the 
flowers gracefuUy in her dark hair, and in 
the folds of her dress. 

When she was ready. Maria, who had not 
once removed her eyes from the young girl, 
uttered a cry of admiration which brought 
a smile to Lucy's lips. 

Was the smile caused entirely by the old 
servantes exclamation ? 

Miss Maynard looked so lovely in the 
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beautiful dress, that so well became her 
youth, and it was so long sinoe she had en- 
jojed the innocent pleasure of thinking a 
little about herself, that she might well be 
pardoned for smiling at her own refleotion 
in the glass. 

Mr. Maynard was ready, and it was time 
to go. 

When she entered the room where her 
father was waiting for her, Luoy made a 
sign to her aunt to say nothing. She felt 
almost glad at that moment that her father 
could not see her. The old man's delight 
would only hâve given her pain. 

When Lucy entered the room, Mrs. 
Manners' countenance expressed a look of 
undisguised astonishment that could 
not fail to attract the girl's notice. 

" She had nothing to do with it," thought 
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Luoy ; and almost unoonsciouslj, her eyes 
sought Sir Henry's face ; his expression 
revealed nothing, but Lucj was watching 
him too closely not to perceive a shade of 
satisfaction in the glance he gave her when 
she went up to him with her f ather. 

" Oh! how pretty you look to-night," 
said Ella, running up to kiss her governess 
as usual. " I should like to be exactly like 
you when I am grown up, and mamma 
allows me to be of some conséquence." 

*• And then Uncle Harry would be so 
pleased" added Bessie naïvely. 

Happîly there was no one looking at 
Lucy just then, for a crimson colour was 
overspreading her forehead and cheeks, 
and she f elt as if she had been struck to the 
heart. What came overherthat night when 
it was her turn to sirig in a trio with Mrs. 
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Manners and Sir Henry ? Was she one of 
those who are influenced by their surround- 
ings, or had the transformation in her 
dress extended to her thoughts and actions? 
Who can tell? Lucy had entirely forgotten 
the humble and self-sacrificing part she had 
accustomed herself to act ; she f orgot to 
stifle the beautif ul voice with which nature 
had endowed her, and which art had 
brought to perfection. 

She sang — and no one heard either Mrs. 
Manners or Sir Henry ; but when it be- 
came the tum of the latter to join in, his 
voice betrayed an émotion which, without 
vanity, Lucy could not but take as an ex- 
pression of admiration that he tried in vain 
to repress. 

After the pièce was over, the young 
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singer heard and saw nothîng ; neither the 
^applause that rang through the room, nor 
the tears in her father's eyes, nor the look 
of hatred on Mrs. Manners' f eatures. 

At présent aU was joy, the pain was to 
folloWé 



CHAPTER XI. 

Nbxt morning, whea she arrived at Mrs^ 
Manners*, at the usual hour, she found the 
schoolroom locked, and Susan waiting out- 
side to tell her that Mrs. Manners desired 
to see her in her own room. 

The lady was alone, luxuriously attired 
in a gi'een velvet wrapper ; she greeted 
poor Lucy with a mocking smile, which 
betrayed the anger and spitefiil feelings 
she Btrove in vain to conceal. 

** You had a great success last night. 
Miss Maynard," saidMrs. Manners as soon 
as the girl came in ; "I hâve no doubt you 
f eel extremely proud of the admiration you 
excited, especially as it must be so new ta 
you. I sent for you to add my share of 
congratulations.'* 
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" I can assure you, madam, that suoh a 
trifling success,appealing only to mjr vanity, 
affords me little gratification. If I forgot 
myself for a few moments and assumed a 
degree of importance to which I am not 
entitled, I entreat you to pardon me, and 
not to withbold the kind welcome to which 
you hâve accustomed me." 

" You are a very strange girl, Miss May- 
nard. Why should your success last night 
raake any altération in my manner towards 

" You are right, madam, and I know I 
am very foolish," said the poor girl, tryino* 
to take her hand. 

Mrs. Manners drew it back with affec- 
tation, still looking at Lucy with the same 
bitter smile. 

** I imagine Sir Henry's steward has been 
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regular in the payment of your salary/* 
she added; " the handsome dressyou wore 
last night proves it. I hâve decided that 
Ella and Bessie hâve now suflBciently im- 
proved in French to go on with their 
studies in Bnglish, and I hâve made ar- 
rangements with an Bnglish governess who 
will take your place." 

Lucy f elt as though rooted to the carpet. 
Suddenly she clasped her hands in despair 
and uttered a loud sob. 

A flash of regret passed across the lady's 
face, but vanity triumphed over her better 
feelings. 

** Your father is not to be pitied with a 
daughter like you," she said. 

^' Butalthough we hâve never alluded to 
the subject, you are aware, madam, that 
what I earn hère is ail I can dépend upon 
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to enable me to keep up my poor father's 
illusions ; in leaving jour house I shall not 
only lose the means of supporting my 
father, but I sliall rob hiin of his greatest 
pleasure, the happiness of knowing that I 
am treated as a friend by you. How am I 
to tell him that you hâve dismissed me from 
your house ? " 

Mrs. Manners seemed to reflect for a 
few minutes ; she evidently did not wish 
Lucy to imagine that she was annoyed at 
her triumph on the preceding night. 

Her object was simply to devise some 
means of putting a stop to their intimacy 
while still keeping up an appearance of 
friendship. 

** I am not driving you away, as you 
bitterly remark, Miss Maynard ; on the 
contrary, I shall be very pleased to see you 
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occasionally. I hope you will accompany 
your father every time he cornes to pay us- 
a visit. It will be quite easy to avoid 
tellÎDg him what bas passed between 
us/' 

" I tbank you for iiiy father/' said Lucy, 
with a sad smile; " you may be assured that 
I shall not abuse a permission conceded out 
of compassion for him." 

She bowed to Mrs. Manners, and was 
going towards the door, when a sound be- 
hind her caused her to look round. Sir 
Henry had just corne in. 

"Pray do not go, Miss Maynard/' he 
said, " I see you hâve been talking to my 
sister who was no doubt congratulating 
you ; but I know you are proof against 
vanity," he added, seeing a pained look on 
Lucy 's face. ** My object in coming to my 
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sister while you were with her was not to 
praise you." 

The proud womaa looked at her brother 
with surprise, she be^aa to fear that she 
had perhaps gone too far. 

" I know, Miss Maynard, that my sister 
and my nièces are warmly attached to you, 
and indeed it is owing to you that we are 
sfcill hère, instead of being in Wiltshire, 
where we had f ully intended to live until 
Ella and Bessie were grown up." 

**You never mentioned that before, 
Harry," said Mrs. Manners, with a slight 
tremor in her voice. 

** It was unnecessary to speak of a plan 
which Miss Maynard's présence rendered 
impossible," answered Sir Henry. "I only 
allude to it by way of expressing our grati- 
tude for her services. Do you know that 
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Mr. Watt was quîte enthusiastic about your 
performance last night?" he continued, 
addressing Lucy ; "he déclares thatif you 
could only be heard at a few public con- 
certs, your réputation would be established 
and you might make a fortune." 

A glad ligbt shone in Mrs. Manners* 
eyes. 

" Why sbould not Miss Maynard accept 
the ofFer ? '* sbe asked eagerly. 

" Certainly, and I shall be the first to 
advise her to do so when she gets tired of 
us,'* Sir Henry answered negligently. *' Un- 
fortunately, we shall not be hère to witness 
her triumphs, for her retirement will be the 
signal of our departure for Wiltshire." 

Bither Mrs. Manners greatly desired to 
stay in Paris, or she had important reasons 
for not offendiug her brother. Going up 
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to Lucy with outstretched hands, she 
said — 

" It is quite settled that you stay with 



us." 



" With ail my heart," said the girl joy- 
f uUy ; " may I join Ella and Bessie ? " she 
asked shyly. 

Mrs. Manners did not answer at once. 

" The schoolroom is your kingdom, Miss 
Maynard," said Sir Henry, gravely ; " you 
require no permission to go to it.*' 

There was a feeling of constraint be- 
tween the three that ail the good breeding 
of the master of the house could not 
entirely remove. Lucy hastened to pufcaa 
end to it by retiring quickly to the little 
room which Sir Henry had so generously 
called her kingdom. 

The days passed on peacefully ; Mrs. 
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Mann ers, who seemed to dread a return to 
her country home, gave herself up with in- 
creased eagerness to a round of pleasures, 
and she rarely saw her daughters and their 
governess. 

There was a complète change in her since 
the day it had dawned upon her that she 
could bear no comparison with Lucy, and 
the greater part of her time was now spent 
away from home. 

Mr. Maynard benefitted greatly by her 
fréquent absence, for not only was Lucy 
able to spend more time with him, but Ella 
and Bessie, who could not bear to be away 
from tbeir dear Lucy, became his constant 
companions. 

Lucy would hâve been perfectly happy 
if she could thus hâve lived on for ever. 
Autumn, however came, and with it Mrs* 
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Manners, who had travelled frona oua 
fashionable place to another during the 
summer. 

Lucy heard of her return with a sadness 
for which she coiild hardly accouat. She 
felt that her quiet life had corne to an end. 

Two days after his sister's return. Sir 
Henry received a letter which called hiin 
suddenly to England ; a few hours before 
his departure he entered the schoolroora 
where Lucy and his nièces were at their 
studies. He fixed his eyes on the girl with 
a grave and kindly expression which had 
never struck her so much as at that in- 
stant. Sir Henry appeared sad and pre- 
occupied. 

" May I hâve a few minutes' conversa- 
tion with y ou ? " asked he, sitting down at 
the table where they were at work. 
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Lucy looked at Sir Henry and blusTieJ 
as if the question, so simple in itself , had 
been an unexpected and extraordinarjr 
event. The Bnglishraan's rough features 
underwent a change which might hâve ex- 
pressed either some secret joy or an annoy- 
ance he did not care to show. 

" I am going to ask you to do me a great 
favour, Miss Maynard," he said, without 
giving Lucy time to answer his first ques- 
tion. " I am obliged to go to England on 
very important business. Knowing your 
attachment to my nièces, I am going ta 
beg of you not to leave them durmg my 
absence.'' 

** I willingly promise," said Lucy. 

" Then, it is quite agreed ; I hâve your 
promise, no matter what may happen." 

" Certainly," said Luck, quickly. 
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" Until I release you from it myself . I 
thank you in tlie name of thèse childrea 
who hâve grown so fond of you." 

As if to corroborate their uncle*s words, 
Ella and Bessie threw their arms round 
Lucy's neck. She warmly retumed their 
caresses. Sir Henry got up as if a great 
weight had been removed from his mind, 
and the same expression came over his face, 
as taking his nièces in his arms, he once 
raore said to Lucy — 

" Remember your promise, Miss May- 
nard." 

As he left the room, the three girls 
f ancied they heard a long suppressed sob. 



OHAPTBR XII. 

Mrs. Mannees was by no means a bad 
woman, but, like many others, feeling that 
lier youth and beauty were departing from 
lijr, she tried to compensate for the 
dreariness of approaching âge, by extract- 
ing as mucb enjoyment as she could from 
the présent. Sad delusion when she could 
hâve found lasting happiness in her neg- 
lected children 1 

Lucy, in the freshness of her youthful 
beauty, and with her undoubted talents, had 
corne in her way, and from that moment, 
€nvy and hatred had filled her heart. 

She had been a widow for some years. 
With means whoUy inadéquate to her wants 
and luxurious habits, she owed her présent 
position entirely to her brother, who was 
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possessed of considérable estâtes in Wilt- 
shire. This fact accounted for the absolute 
deferenoB the proud woman paid to Sir 
Henry's wishes. 

During her brother's youtb she had 
lived in constant dread of his choosinor a 
companion for life. Henry's marriage 
would bave ruined her présent happiness 
and her future hopes of wealth for her 
daughters. 

Her fears were of short duration ; Sir 
Henry, with his rough features and rat her 
gruff voice, was not likely to take the fancy 
of any girl who might happen to see him 
casually, while his stern and unbending 
manner kept hira away from those who 
might hâve felt an interest in him. Ifc 
seemed as if his heart were to remain closed 
to any warm attachment. 
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When they decided to go to Paris for the 
children's éducation, Mrs. Manners had 
ceased to feel anj uneasiness about a 
brother whom slie now considered old and 
unattractive. Sir Henry had besides sucb 
a poor opinion of himself that he carefuUy 
shunned every woman towards whom he 
might hâve f elt any attraction ; his inter- 
c ourse in Paris was strictly confined to 
elderly or serious people about whom his 
sister felt no anxiety whatever. 

Things were going on thus when the 
events which we hâve narrated took place. 

Lucy, with her good looks and marvellous 
gifts, fiUed Mrs. Manners' heart not only 
with a wild jealousy, but with vague alarms 
upon which she did not care to dwelL 
Immediately after Sir Henry' s departure 
she determined to rid herself without delay 
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oî a dangerous rival. Nothing seemed 
•easier. It never occurred to Mrs. Manners 
to tell Lucy to go; she dared not act 
in direct opposition to her brother's wishes, 
knowing wbat she might lose by such a 
proceeding ; but in the every day lif e of two 
women, especially when one bas the ad- 
vantage of social superiority over the 
other, much can be done to make that life 
unbearable. Mrs. Manners' object was to 
force Lucy to leave of her own accord; 
but she encountered a firm résistance on 
the part of the girl, who bore everything 
patiently, remembering her promise to Sir 
Henry. Lucy came to Mrs. Manners* 
regularly every day ; but many a weary 
hour was spent by her alone in the school- 
room where Ella and Bessie were rarely 
permitted to appear, as if to impress upon 
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their govemess the uselessness of her 
présence. Tears would run down the girFs 
face, and she would blush to think that 
she was taking home money that had not 
been fairly earned. Why should she be 
bound by her promise, now that she was no 
longer allowed to fulfil her engagement H 
Yet, every time her heart rebelled against 
a position which was becoming day by 
day more unendurable, Sir Henry's stern 
face would appear before her, and she 
would say to herself : " Not yet, I promised 
to wait." So time dragged on wearily. 

One day Ella and Bessie, after mucb 
coaxing, persuaded their mother to allovr 
Lucy to accompany them in their daily 
drive to the Bois de Boulogne. Mrs. 
Manners, after appearing to give in with 
tolerably good grâce, asked her to get out 
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of the carriage about half way to the 
place to which they were going, pointing 
to a retired walk. 

"You will wait there until we corne 
back," she saîd ; " we are goîng to meet 
persons who are strangers to you, and you 
would not like to be introduced as my 
daughters' governess.'* 

" I shall not mind it at ail/' answered 
Lacy, " and I would muoh rather go with 
you than stay hère by myself." 

" It is not a question of what you prefer, 
but of what I think proper," said Mrs. 
Manners haughtily. " You will wait hère, 
and we shall take you up on our way 
back." 

Résistance was useless; Lucy got out 
and sat down on a bench where she could 
see the brilliant équipages rolling along the 

M 
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fashionable promenade. She had onlj 
been there a short time, when a voice, 
whîch seemed familiar to her, made her 
look round. 

A little old man with a cold and rather 
cynical expression, his eyes shaded by blue 
spectacles, and leaning on a gold-headed 
cane, was watching her closely as if trying 
to divine her thoughts. 

"Oh ! it is you, Mr. Watt? " she cried 
joyfuUy. " I was feeling so lonely that I 
am quite thankf ul for the accident that has 
brought you hère." 

" Partly an accident, and partly my own 
wish," said Mr. Watt, without altering his 
position. " I hâve been wishing to speak 
to you for a long time. Miss Maynard/* 

" Why do you not corne and see me at 
my own home ? " she said smiling. 
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" You know there are a great many things 
that I cannot say before your father." 

" Yes ; that is true," said Lucy with a 
sigh which always escaped her when the 
sad subject was mentioned. 

" Will you allow me io take advantage of 
this opportunity to hâve a quiet talk with 
you ? " continued Mr. Watt, with the air 
of a man anxious to gain his objeot. 

" I shall be delighted to hear what you 
hâve to say," said Lucy. 

" Hâve you kept up your singing, Miss 
Maynard ? " 

" Yes, indeed ; when I am happy I sing 
to give vent to my feelings, and when I 
am sad it is my greatest consolation." 

**And are you still happy at Mrs. 
Manners'?" asked Mr. Watt with his most 
insinuating look. 
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Lucy raised her head wîth dignity, as 
much as to say : " What business is this of 
yours ? " But fearing he might guess her 
thoughts she controUed lierself, and simply 
said: "I am always happy when I caa 
take home happiness to those I love." 

" Yes, yes ; I understand ; you know 
what I mean perfectly well, but I only wish 
to remind you that should you ever tire of 
Mrs. Manners' caprices, I hold your fortune 
in my hands. Do you not feel tempted on 
your father's account. Miss Maynard? " 

" You are thinking of the concerts at 
which you wish me to sing ! " said Lucy. 

" Just so ; I hâve been commissioned 
by a Russian lady of great wealth ta 
organise a séries of magnificent concerts 
this winter. If you would only take part 
in them, Miss Maynard, I can promise 



A TANGLED WEB. 1G5 

that you will easily throw our very best 
singers into the shade, to say nothing of 
many aristocratie ladies who think a great 
deal of themselves simply because they 
hâve been able to receive lessons from the 
most expensive masters. Corne now, wiU 
you try? " said he persistently. 

Luoy's eyes flashed; she held out her 
hand gratefuUy to the old master and was 
about to say "Yes," when she suddenly 
remembered her promise to Sir Henry 
Wheeler, and her father's objections to her 
becoming an artiste. 

She was silent for some time ; at last, 
feeling she must give a definite answer to 
the kind old man, who was trying to make 
a career for her in spite of herself , Lucy 
said — 

** Perhaps, some day, a little later ; 
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I am happj where I am at présent ; mj 
salary ampljsuffices for my father's wants.'^ 

Mr. Watt shook his head with an air of 
incredulitj. 

"Is Sir Henry "Wheeler coming back 
soon ? ** he asked suddenly. 

Lucy, startled by sach an unexpeoted 
question, blushed as if Mr. Watt had read 
lier thoughts. 

" I don't think so," slie said, with a 
slight tremor in her voice. 

" In that case I think you will reconsider 
your décision. Miss Maynard; I shall 
always be at your service remember. 
Should you change your mind, Madame 
ArstorfE will call herself to ask you ta 
attend her concerts, and I feel sure that 
your f ather will readily allow you to go ta 
her house. It is agreed ? " he added. 
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Luoy gave him her hand without utter- 
ing a Word, and Mr. Watt saw that her 
eyes were f uU of tears. 

At the same moment merry voices were 
heard, and the singing master, recognising 
Mrs. Manners in the carnage which was 

4 

coming towards them, quicklj disappeared 
behind some thick shrubs. 

" To whom were you talking so oon- 
fidentially, Miss Maynard ? " enquired Mrs. 
Manners as soon as Luoy was seated in 
the carriage. 

" To Mr. Watt, our old singing master ; 
he took compassion on my loneliness, and 
has been talking to me for some time," 
said the girl, who f elt deeply hurt at having 
been deserted for such a length of time. 

Mrs. Manners had recognised the old 
man perfectly, but she determined to make 
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use of the meeting of the two as a weapon 
to annoy Lucy. 

She smiled in an incredulous manner, 
almost insulting. Lucy, however, nerved 
herself to take no notice of anything that 
could cause a rupture between lier pupils' 
motlier and herself. 

Nothing more was said during the drive* 
When they reached home, Mrs. Manners 
asking Lucy to come to her room, walked 
resolutely in front of the young girl, and, 
stretching herself on an ar mohair without 
ofEering her visiter a seat, remarked — 

** I wish you to understand. Miss 
Maynard, that I am quite determined, this 
time, to dispense with your services." 

" It is the second time you hâve spoken 
to me in this manner, Madam," answered 
Lucy gently. 
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" And I hope it will be the last, Miss 
Maynard. 1 cannot entrust the éducation 
of my daughters to a young lady who has 
not sufficient self -respect to conduct her- 
self in a becoming manner." 

** How dare you to say such a thing 
to me ? " 

" Of course you are quite at liberty to 
resist my wishes on the point, as I am tp 
make use of the weapons I hold ; and I 
shall certainly not hesitate to do so if I 
think fit." 

" What do you mean, madam ? " 

" I mean that I hâve only to go to your 
f ather and acquaint him with the déception 
you hâve practised upon him." 

" Oh ! you would surely not do such 
a cruel thing ? " cried Lucy. 

" Why not ? You know I would not do 
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it for the sake of beîng unkind, or the 
pleasure of paining you ; but y ou will 
certainly drive me to suoh a course if you 
persist in opposing my wishes." 

Lucy was stunned by the terrible threat ; 
sbe recoUected her solemn promise to Sir 
Hem'y, and said to herself that, short of 
compromising her own or her father's 
happiness, she was bound to try as long as 
she could to f ulfil that promise, even at the 
cost of a struggle with Mrs. Manners 
whom she could not think so ill-natured as 
to destroy at one blow the work of so 
many years' patient endurance. 

"Will you allow me to reflect beforo 
giving you a final answer ? " she said very 
quietly. " I know that I hâve no right to 
remain hère against your wish; at the 
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same time, you are aware that it was Sir 
Henrv's désire that I should still continue 
Ella and Bessie's éducation ; on that 
account alone I entreat you to allow me to 
stay until your brother's return." 

** That is precisely what I do not wish. 
In Sir Henry's absence I am sole mistress, 
hère, and I know what I shall consider it 
my duty to say to my brother concerning 
the détermination I hâve taken." 

" Oh ! madam, you would surely not 
calumniate me ! " said thepoorchild,burst- 
ing into tears. 

Mrs. Manners made no answer, but her 
look was more éloquent than words. A 
minute, which seemed an hour, thus passed. 
Then Mrs. Manners began to comprehend 
ail the cruelty of the part she was acting. 
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• " Tou may retire and reflect on what I 
hâve said^ MisB Maynard," Blie said, in 
gentler tones. " I Iiave no wish to do you 
an injury ; of that yoa may be sore ; but 
I hâve made np my mind to nndertake the 
éducation of my daughters myseU." 

Lucy's first act when she got home was 
to rush into Mrs. Leavers' room, and, pour- 
ing ont ail her troubles to her old aunt, 
to ask her for advîce about her future con- 
duct. When she had finished describing 
the sceue of which she had been the yictim, 
Mrs. Leavers looked at her with tearful 
eyes- 

" Poor child ! " she cried, " you indeed 
set yourself a hard task when you entered 
on such a course of déception. I some- 
times reproaoh myself for having consented 
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to it ; I dread the end. I would not for 
the world that Mrs. Manners should carry 
ont her threat ; at the same time, I of ten 
ask myself whether it would not be better 
for us ail if some event were to awaken 
your father to the truth." 

" How can you say so, aunt ? " said the 
poor girl in terror. 

** Yes, my dear child, I know he would 
sufEer acutely at first, but don't you think 
that, for the sake of his own dignity, he 
would prefer to be told the worst, rather 
than live on under a delusion, which, after 
ail, çan only afPord him false happiness ? 
I sometimes fancy that he even doubts our 
sincerity." 

" No 1 no 1 " answered the girl, quickly, 
" I know my father too well not to dread 
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the worst conséquences if he were to be 
undeceived. Let me struggle on, and endure 
any amount of suffering rather than let him 
suspect that I hâve been deceiving him." 

"But what are you to do, my poor 
darling, for, in spite of your promise to 
Sir Henry, I do not see how you can 
possibly stay with Mrs. Manners.'* 

" I know it, aunt," said Lucy, with a 
sigh. 

" Why should you not accept Mr. Watt's 
friendly offer ? Tou hâve aiready sung at 
several concerts, and if you do not like to 
go alone, you hâve only to say so, and your 
old aunt will pluck up her courage and 
will accompany you.*' 

Lucy threw herself into her aunt's 
arms. 
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** Yes, I feel I must acoept the offer,'* 
she cried. " I am sure Sir Henry would 
release me from my promise if he only knew 
ail the humiliation I hâve endured. I shall 
even consent to see you, at your âge, sacri- 
fice your comfort rather than tell my father 
we hâve deceived him ; you see what an 
ungrateful girl I am," she added, with a 
kind of f everish excitement. 

" No ! no ! my poor child ; only you 
started on a false path, and now you cannot 
extricate yourself from it without an effort 
which would cost you so much that I do 
not feel the courage to ask you to make 
it." 

At this moment. Maria came in with a 
letter for Lucy. 

" Just see, aunt," she said, after glane- 
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ing at the note, " he seems to divine whafc 
bas taken place and the weight I hâve had 
on my conscience for the last few days.** 
She passed the letter to Mrs. Leavers. 

•*Sir Henry knows the human hearfc 
thoronghly, my dear, or he has some faitb- 
ful friend who keeps him informed of 
everything that goes on in his own house, 
even bef ore events hâve taken a definite 
shape. As he releases you from your pro- 
mise, I advise you to take advantage of 
Mr. Watt's ofEer, especially as it is clear 
that Sir Henry does not expect that you 
will remain with his sister.** 

" I shall go to-morrow, and tell her that 
I no longer wish to act in opposition to 
her wishes ; perhaps she will consent to let 
us visit her occasionally in the old friendly 
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way ; then I shall not hâve entirely deserted 
my post." 

•* How will you inform Mr. Wattof your 
détermination ?" 

"He took good care to give me his 
address ; he will not lose a minute in 
coming when he gets my note, be 
assured,'* answered Lucy, joyfuUy. 



N 



CHAPTER XIII. 

As Miss Maynard had foreseen, Mrs. Mau- 
ners' joy was so great when she heard that 
she was at last to get rid of the girl who 
had dared to stand before her as a rival, 
that she almost assumed her original 
manner, and said in a contented voice— 

" I hope you are not going to désert us 
altogether, Miss Maynard, but that we 
shall sometimes see you and your father." 

This was what Lucy wished for just then. 
In this way, she could préserve her in- 
fluence ever EUa and Bessie whom she 
loved with ail her heart. 

A few days later. Madame Arstorff called 
to invite Lucy to her concerts. The lady, 
who had heard Miss Maynard*s history 
from Mr. Watt, managed the interview 
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_^ ^ 

with the utmost tact and delicacy, skilf uUy 
avoiding to include Mr. Maynard in the 
invitation. Having had the pleasure of 
making Miss Maynard' s acquaintance at 
Mrs. Manners' house, she hoped Mr. May- 
nard would allow his daughter to corne to 
her parties. 

Mr. Maynard was, of course, delighted 
that Lucy should hâve the opportunity of 
enjoying herself, and he gladly accepted 
Madame ArstorfFs invitation for her. 

Lucy made no effort to conceal her joy ; 
as soon as Madame Arstorff had left, she 
rushed to her father*s arms. 

" I had no idea you were so worldly, my 
dear," he said, pleased at her happiness 
and yet slightly pained to find her looking 
forward so eagerly to a pleasure which he 
was not to share. 
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Mrs. Leavers answered for her nièce. 

" Toung people hâve desires which hâve 
ceased to exist for us," she said with a 
sigh. " We must leave Lucy to her joys and 
hopes, even if they make her sometimes 
appear a little selfish. Besides, we must 
begin, you know, to think of our darling's 
future.'* 

She was interrupted by a loud laugh 
from Mr. Maynard. To him, Lucy was 
still as he had last seen her, a little girl 
playing with her doU. His burst of gaiety 
came very opportunely, for it gave theni 
an occasion of diverting his thoughts. 

Lucy said nothing to her father of her 
misunderstanding with Mrs. Manners ; it 
would hâve given him needless pain, 
especially as she could not hâve explained 
everything. 
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While he believed her to be with Ella 
^nd Bessie, she had now resumed her long 
interrupted singing lessons under Mr. 
Watt' s direction. The old man was in 
raptures, his outbnrsts of pride would hâve 
made Lucjr laugh, had she not been so 
deeply touched by his kindness. 

The day of the first concert arrived at 
last. Lucy was to sing a solo ; Mr. Watt 
had insisted upon this and his pupil was 
too docile to raise any objection. At nine 
o'clock, Mrs. Leavers, true to her promise, 
having completed her simple toilet, joined 
Lucy in the blind man's room. Maria came 
in triumphantly at the same moment to 
announce that Madame Arstorff had sent 
her carriage for the two ladies. 

For the first time, Mr. Maynard felt a 
thrill of pain at his daughter*s delight. He 
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felt so lonely when she had gone away 
with Mrs. Leavers, who had ne ver left hîm 
before, that it was with diflBculty that he 
repressed a sob, as he said — 

" Enjoy yourself as much as you can^ 
my darling I '* 

The two women hurried out of the room 
that he might not perceive their émotion. 

As soon as the door had closed upon 
them, the old man fell back in his arm 
chair, putting his hands before his face. 

" Ah 1 children, children ! how ungrate- 
fui you are !" he murmured ; " the best of 
daughters will forget her old father for a 
few hours' amusement." 

Dame Maria, coming in just then, put a 
stop to Mr. Maynard's reflections. 

Lucy*s kisses awoke him next morning^ 



OHAPTER XIV. 

All was light and splendeur at the 
Russian lady's house. Lucy had on the 
dress she had wom at Mrs. Manners* last 
party, only it seemed much lighter and she 
could wear it with pleasure now that she 
had acquired the certainty that it was not 
a gift from Mrs. Manners. In spite of 
Lucy's natural loveliness, she was hardly 
noticed in the crowd of beautiful and 
brilliantly dressed women who thronged 
Madame Arstorffs rooms. 

After two or three professional singers 
had been heard, and several ladies had 
received the applause their musical talents 
f ully deserved, Madame Arstorff came up 
to Miss Maynard, and entreated her to 
faveur the company in her turn. 



I imW 
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A feelîng of curiosity, not unmixed with 
scom, surrounded this new corner, who 
dared to corne forward after so many well 
earned triumphs of professionals. 

" Madame ArstorfE is realljr too kind,'* 
murmured an old lady in her neighbour's 
ear. " Why should we be bored bj being 
compelled to listen to this little girl ? '* 

" Never mind, it will be something to 
laugh at af terwards. Besides, it is a relief 
to tbe monotonjr of perpétuai admiration ; 
one gets rather tired of applauding. This 
little girl seems quite a stranger hère, so 
we can take it quietly, and just applaud 
slightlj to pJease our hostess." . 

The speaker was a tall, thin man, 
covered witb foreign décorations of which 
he seemed to possess a heterogeneous col- 
lection. The old lady was preparing to 
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-continue her charitable observations when 
s, verjr decided oall for silence brought their 
conversation to an abrupt termination. 
Lucy had begun to sing. Bxceedingly 
nervous at first, she very soon forgot the 
audience, the manj eyes gazing curiously 
at this new performer of whom no one had 
ever heard. The thought that she was 
there to work for her old and infirm f athor 
was forgotten in the interest of the moment ; 
she sang like a child of nature, pouring 
forth her whole soûl. 

This total absence of self-consciousness 
was perhaps the real secret of Miss May- 
nard's triumph. She felt that it rested 
•with her to fulfil Mr. Watt' s prédictions. 

This assurance was confirmed next mom- 
ing when she received the following note 
f rom Madame Arstorff : — 
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**You sang, last night, like the most 
delightf ul nightingale I ever heard. AUow^ 
me to thank you for myself and for the- 
friends to whom you gave so mucli plea- 
sure, I shall call in a few days to ask 
you to give us another treat as soon as- 
possible." 



>» 



A pièce of paper, so small that it seemed 
to hâve slipped in accidentally, accompanied 
the note. It was a chèque for twenty 
pounds on one of the best bankers in 
Paris. It would enable her to keep up, 
for some time to corne, her father*s belief 
in his unaltered position. It really seemed 
as if fortune were ne ver to abandon her 
again. Courted and warmly invited to the 
best Parisian drawing-rooms, thanks ta 
Madame Arstorff's kind patronage and 
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protection, her resources increased rapidly, 
and she began to see her way to repay her 
unknown benefactor the money which had 
arrived so opportunely when she most 
wanted it, but which had been a source of 
anxiety to her ever since. 

The girl, as much to please herself as to 
keep up her father's illusions, had not dis- 
continued her visits to Mrs. Manners. She 
rarely allowed a week to pass without 
spending an hour or two with her former 
pupils. Since she had ceased going there 
regularly, Mrs. Manners had resumed her 
old friendliness ; it is true that she could 
hardljr hâve acted differently without 
arousing the blind man*s suspicions. Mrs. 
Manners had no longer any motive for 
wishing to annoy Lucy. 

One day, however, ail her fears and 
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jealousj oonceming Miss Majnard were 
revived with greater intensitj than ever. 

Joseph, we know, had been the first to 
initiate Sir Henry Wheeler into the mystery 
whîch surrounded the inmates of the 
Green House. He had gained his master's 
confidence to such an extent, that Sir 
Henry, on his departure for England, had 
entrusted him wîth the care of the house 
during his absence. 

The poor fellow who, although he had 
been of such real service to Lucy, was far 
from désirons that she should discover the 
part he had acted in her fortunes, and had 
carefully avoided being seen by her. It was a 
very easy matter, for, as it was his business 
to wait only on Sir Henry, he had nothing 
to do in the other part of the house ; and 
even if Lucy had seen him at a distance, 
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it is probable that she would not hâve 
reoognised her former servant after so 
many years. 

It was from Joseph who, unsuspected, 
was aware of everything which passed ia 
the house, that Sir Henry had heard of his 
sister's oonductto her children's governess. 
It was he who took the note releasing Lucy 
from a promise she was no longer able to 
keep. 

Mrs. Manners had never liked Joseph ; 
although he had always shown the greatest 
respect to his master's sister ; she tried as 
hard to reduce his position as Sir Henry 
was anxious to raise him by placing the 
greatest confidence in him. 

The f aithf ul servant had that day brought 
Mrs. Manners a letter from her brother, 
announcing that he would probably return 
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shortlj. Mrs. Manners, whose coDscience 
reproached her for her treatment of Lucy, 
greatly dreaded her brother's displeasure. 
She rang for Joseph in order to ascertain 
something more definite about her brother s 
arrivai. Unfortunately, he had gone out 
on an errand, and could not bo found anj- 
where about the house. Mrs. Manners 
grew impatient and rushed to her brother's 
room, thinking she might find there some 
letter addressed to Joseph whîch would 
give her the information she wanted. 

When Sir Henry was at home, his 
sister and nièces rarelj entered his private 
apartments. His study, in particular, was 
a sanctum sanctorum which no one thought 
of invading. 

Led on with a désire to obtain further 
particulars than were contained in her own 
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letter, and by some instinct which told her 
that she might perhaps find in that room a 
confirmation of the fears she dared not 
avow to herself, Mrs. Manners entered, 
timidly atfirst, then with increased boldness. 

To place herself before the bureau was 
her next step; but she could find no due 
to the information she was seeking. Sir 
Henry's sister was about to retire with a 
feeling of disappointment to await Joseph's 
return, when her eye fell on a small key, 
which probably had been left behind acci- 
dentally by her brother, in one of the 
drawers of the bureau. 

Mrs. Manners was envions and uneasy ; 
she had come there hoping and wishing to 
dîscover the cause of her unaccountable 
iilarms. She tried to find the Ipck which 
fitted the key. It opened a drawer oon- 
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taining papers, apparentlj of no import- 
ance. Mrs. Manners, however, examined 
them carefullj. Suddenly her eyes were 
dazzled by an unexpected sîght ; she had 
at last hit upon the means of doing away 
with her appréhensions for ever. 

The document she was rapidly devouring 
was a kind of journal in which Sir Henry 
record^d his daily impressious. She read 
Joseph' s story which had so greatly excited 
Sir Henry's curiosity; his first meeting 
with Mr. Maynard ; the impression that 
Lucy's sudden appearance had made upon 
him; his gênerons intervention in the 
épisode of the watch ; the slow and steady 
progress which Lucy's preseuce had made 
in the heart of a man so cold to outward 
appearance. 

Mrs. Manners shuddered with terror; 
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she laid down the journal for an instant to 
reflect; then, with a trembling hand, she 
once more took it up to read. 
The manuacript ended thus : — 

" The thing that most interests me 
about Miss Maynard is the exceptional 
position in which I found her; there is 
something so noble in her simplicity, that 
I cannot see her without feeling the 
greatest admiration for her. Should ter 
father ever discover the truth, and Miss 
Maynard become, like paany others, simply 
a daughter working to support an infirm 
parent, she would fall back into a common- 
place situation, and although I should still 
j>reatly esteem her character, the peculiar 
interest I feel in her would cease to hâve 
any hold on my heart. It is a very singular 





194 A TANGLED WEB. 



feeling which I cannot account for, and 
which I shall never oonfide to any one." 

Mrs. ManDers folded the journal and 
carefully retumed it to the drawer. She 
was overjoyed to think that she at last 
held in her hands the means of completeljr 
destroying her terrors. She had only to 
carry out a plan she had been meditating 
for a long time ; she would tell Mr. 
Maynard the whole truth of the position 
in which he was placed with regard to 
Lucy. 



CHAPTER XV. 

SiNOB Lucj had regained her liberty, she 
had resumed her old habit of accompanying 
her father in his daily walks. Mrs. 
Manners, who had her own reasons just 
then for feeling an interest in Mr. Maynard's 
movements, was aware of this. She had 
to discover some means of getting the girl 
ont of the way before she could speak to 
her father. 

Nothing could be easier to Ella and 
Bessie's mother. Lucy was so fond of the 
two children, that an invitation f rom either 
of them always brought her to theirhoase. 
Bessie had been unwell for some days, and 
had f requently expressed a wish to see her 
former governess. Having obtained her 
mother's permission, the ohild joyfuUy 
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wrote to Lucy, beggiag lier to oome and 
spend the foUowing day with her, as Mrs. 
Manners would be out ail dav on business- 

" Ah ! ah I *' said Mr. Maynard, " I am 
afraid hard tîmes are coming backfor me.'* 

" It is only for one day," said Lucy^ 
ooaxingly. 

" Gro, go, you naughty child ; I shall 
console myself by thinking of you ail day,'* 
addedhe,kissîng his daughteraffectionately ► 

Miss Maynard was at Mrs. Manners* by 
twelve o*clook, while the blind man^ 
accompanied by Maria, settled himself 
comfortably on a bench, where he proposed 
to spend the remainder of the day. 

He had been there barely half-an-hour, 
when he heard the rustling of a dress close 
by. At the same moment a neatly gloved 
hand was placed in his. 
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" You are alone to-day, Mr. Majnard/* 
said Mrs. Manners, in a very kind tone. 
** A caprice of my Bessie's bas robbed you 
of your usual companion. May I take her 
place for a little while ? " 

** How very good of you ! " exclaimed 
the old man, who, as we know, had a great 
regard for Mrs. Manners. 

" Why ! it is only fair ; I owe you some 
compensation for the loss of your daughter. 
Besides, you lead such a dull life, that your 
friends should do their best to cbeer you," 
continued the visiter. " Why do you not 
sometimes go out with your daughter? 
There are many things you would enjoy in 
spite of your blindness." 

"Because the noise and the glare, 
espscially at night, are very trying to me. 
I can bear the loss of sight, but I am 
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tlmnkful to be spared what would only be 
an additional pain." 

"Oh ! I can quite understand youi* dis- 
like to go out in the evening ; but there 
are amusements of which you might avail 
yourself in the daytime. Hâve you heard 
of a concert, unparalleled in the annals of 
music, which is to be given next Saturday 
for the poor of Paris ? " 

" I hâve heard nothing about it, madam.'* 

" Nor of the wonderful singer, a young 
lady whom ail Paris is raving about ? " 

"No more than of the concert," saîd 
Mr. Maynard. 

" You really astonish me. This girl, 
whose name has escaped my memory, was 
very poor, it seems, only a few months 
ago. She had to support her family — ^her 
old father, I think. It occurred to her to 
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sing at private houses ; and now she bas 
not only acquired famé, but she is growing 
very rich, for it is said that each of her 
notes is paid for in gold." 

** I live so much retired from the world," 
said the blind man, bitterly, " that I bave 
long ceased to care for its doings ; but my 
daughter and Mrs. Leavers go out some- 
times. They must bave heard ail you bave 
been telling me, and I wonder they hâve 
not mentioned it.'* 

" Do you know what you should do ? " 
said Mrs. Manners, insinuatingly. "As 
you bave heard nothing about this concert, 
it is clear that your aunt and daughter 
bave no intention of taking you to it, 
altbough it could not possibly do you any 
harm in the daytime. I know they them- 
selves are going. It is a charitable under- 
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taking to whîch none can refuse their 
support." 

" By the way, I think I did hear them 
mention something about going out on 
Saturday/' said the blind man. 

" Suppose you and I were to go on our 
side without saying any thîng to them about 
it ? " said Mrs. Manners. " Only think 
what a surprise it would be to your 
daughter, and it would ail end in a hearty 
laugh." 

" But it would not be easy to manage," 
said the old man, half convinced. "I 
could only get Maria to take me, and she 
would certainly refuse to assist me in 
carrying out the déception, however harra- 
less it may be." 

" I would not hâve suggested the plan 
unless I had intend ed to help you to 
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carrj it out," continued the hypocritical 
counsellor. " If you see no objection, I 
shall call for you hère after your auat and 
daughter hâve lef t. My carriage will be 
waiting close by, and we will go to the con- 
cert. I am sure Miss Maynard will be de- 
lighted afterwards that you should hâve 
enjoyed a treat she was afraîd of offering 
you. So it is ail settled. Shall I inake 
my arrangements to play a little trick on 
your guardian angels ? " 

Mr. Maynard reflected for a short time ; 
then seeniing as if he had suddenly made 
np his mind— 

"Well; yes, I accept your offer," he 
said, holding out his hand to the lady as if 
to ratify the compact. " I am af raid we are 
not going to do a very straightforward 
thing, but if I am treated like a child, I 
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must, at least, be a spoiled child. At what 
time will you corne for me, Mrs. Manners ? '* 
" The concert begins at two o'clock, so 
the ladies are sure to start a little before 
that hour. I shall be hère at a quarter 
past two. You must contrive to be alone 
and ail will go well. We are sure to spend 
a very pleasant afternoon," she continued, 
rising to take leave of Mr. Maynard. The 
blind man answered in the affirmative, and 
the designing woman, returning to her 
carriage in triumph, went home to release 
Lucy. 



CHAPTER XVI- 

It is always very pleasant to be able to 
combine a charitable action with a certain 
amount of enjoyment. Those who, not 
having the entrée to fasbionable society, had 
never heard Miss Maynard's wonderful 
voice, eagerly seized this opportunity of 
hearing the celebrated singer. 

Long before the commencement of the 
concert every nook and corner of the im- 
mense hall was occupied ; ail the celebrities 
of Paris were there, for the greatest ladies 
had made a point of tàking part in a fête 
in which, as usual, vanity had as large a 
share as charity, Mrs. Manners, aware of 
this, had secured seats in advance ; two 
comfortable chairs, admirably placed both 
for seeing and for being seen, had been 
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engaged for her and her companion, while 
the crowd around them struggled for seats 
which could no longer be obtained. 

The first part of the concert passed 
before Lucy appeared. A few murmurs 
were beginning to be heard from people 
who had corne expressljr to hear her, when 
the young girl came forward with an air of 
gentleness and modesty which won ail 
hearts. She wore a white gauze dress and 
a wreath of marguerites in her dark hair ; 
there was something so interesting in her 
appearance that the applause which had 
greeted the entrance of the other per- 
formers, ceased at the sight of Miss 
Maynard. An émotion which owed 
nothing to mère convention took possession 
of the assembly; the young singer's 
history was known to ail. 
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"Who is going to sing now?" asked 
the blind man. 

" It is the young girl ; I told you about 
her gifts and lier sacrifice of herself to an 
infirm father." 

" Do you see my daughter any where ? " 
asked tbe old man. 

Mrs. Manners placed her hand on his 
arm. 

"Listen," she said, in a tone of 
authority. 

And, in the midst of a profound silence, 
Lucy raised, very softly at first, a voice 
which was soon to take the entire company 
by storm. Gradually throwing off ail 
nervousness, her voice was rising to its fuU 
height when a stifled cry, followed by a 
heart-rending sob, broke on the assembly. 
The audience occupying the front row rose 
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precipitately to find out the cause of the 
interruption when the young singer flew, 
with lightning speed, down the steps 
which separated lier from the assembly, 
orying out, in accents of despair : " My 
f ather ! I hâve killed my f ather 1 " 

There was a moment of consternation, 
but the crowd, beginning to feel by 
degrees that they had no part in this 
mysterious family scène, withdrew respect- 
fuUy from the little group. Lucy was 
kneeling beside her father who seemed un- 
conscious of her présence. Mrs. Leavers 
stood behind the old man's chair giving 
him every attention, but not daring to say 
a word. Mrs. Manners had disappeared 
in the crowd. Mr. Maynard was taken 
home in a state of insensibility. Had the 
whole truth flashed upon him when he 
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recognised Lucy in the girl whom Mrs. 
Manners had held up to him as the victim 
of filial dévotion ? 

In spite of the utmost dévotion and 
tenderest care, brain fever set in, causing 
Lucy the most cruel anxieties. Not a word 
had escaped the blind raan's lips since he 
had experienced the shock ; not a single 
caress had told the girl tliat her father was 
aware of the deep love with which her 
heart oyerflowed. 

Twelve days passed thus, amidst the 
inost painful altemations of hope and 
despair. Now Mr. Maynard would seem 
to be slipping from the world without 
having recognised and forgiven his child ; 
at other times his regular breathing, his 
hand gently laid on Lucy's would encourage 
the hope that this terrible crisis being over, 
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peace and happiness, to whîch thej had sa 
long been strangers, might be once more 
restored. 

On the morning of the thîrteenth day 
Lucy sat with her head resting wearily oa 
the bed looking at the closed eyes whîch 
no longer retained any expression, when she 
was startled from her sad rêverie by the 
Sound of a childish voice choked by sobs. 
Rising hastîly she hurried to the door, and 
there saw Ella and Bessie, who ran into 
her arms as if they had corne there for 
shelter. 

Lucy placed a finger on her lips and 
pointed to Mr. Maynard, whom the noise 
appeared to hâve roused from the kind of 
stupor in which he had remained sa 
long. 

" Yes, I know," whispered Ella, check- 
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ing her grief, " but you must corne with us, 
Lucy ; don't forsake us ; TJncle Harry has 
not arrived, and mamma, poor mamma — '* 
Sobs choked the child's utterance. 
Bessie said through her tears : 
" Mamma is dreadf ully bumt; lier clothes 
caught fire ; she lies in her bed orying, cry- 
ing so much, and asking every one to help 
her, but nothing can be done to relieve her. 
They sent us eut of the room, and Joseph 
brought us hère to be with you. Oh corne I 
Lucy, do come!" cried Ella and Bessie. 
" Mamma keeps calling you ; she says she 
cannot die until you hâve forgiven her." 

** I forgive her 1 " said Miss Maynard, 
in astonishment. ** I long ago forgot any 
slight resentment I may hâve felt towards 
Mrs. Manners. I hâve nothing to forgivo 
your mother, dear children." 

p 
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"It will be known only to Grod and 
myself," said a very low voioe which made 
Lucy tum round suddenly. A cry of joy 
escaped her ; tbe blind man, raisinp^ himself 
on bis pillows, was bolding out bis arms to 
her. 

** Papa 1 papa I it is your pardon, your 
love tbat I implore, if I am ever to forgîve 
myself," said tbe bappy girl, covering tbe 
old man's face witb kisses. 

" Hâve you not been sujficiently pun- 
isbed, my poorcbild?" said tbe blind man, 
taking ber once more to bis beart ; " pun- 
isbed, too, for a fault wbich many would 
call a virtue. Do not say anytbing, my 
darling ; it was ail clearly revealed to me at 
tbe moment wben I divined your self- 
sacrifice." 

Lucy bad not experienced for many. 
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uaany years, the unutterable happiness 
which now fiUed her heart. Ail her 
anxieties were over, she could look f orward 
joyf uUy to the future without encountering 
a falsehood at every tum, The content- 
ment of the father and daughter was so en- 
tire, and at the same tîme so selfish, that 
they had forgotten everythmg but the 
«cstasy of the présent moment. A sound of 
suppressed weeping recalled Mr. Maynard 
and Lucy to outward things. 

Lucy ran to the fireplace where the two 
children had taken refuge, as if to be ont of 
the way. 

" BUa and Bessie, forgive me," she said 
kîssing the little girls afEectionately. " It is 
the first time I hâve been happy since my 
troubles commenced." 

" We are not angry," said Ella mourn- 
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fbtlj ; ** im the oontnij» we shonld like 
rery iniich to staj with joa, if mamma 
could onlj get welL Won't joa corne back 
with us, just to quiet her mind, now that 
you are no longer anxioas about Mr. May- 
nard. Do, Lucy, do corne !" 

Miss Maynard hesitated ; she looked at 
her f ather, whom she dared not leave, then 
at the children, whose griefs and entreaties 
she fnlly understood. 

The blind man, appearing to suspect 
wbat was passing in his daughter's mind^ 
put an end to her hésitation. ** I feel very 
much better/* said he in a tone of tranquil 
happiness, which could leave no doubt as to 
bis recovery. " You must go to one who 
is still more in need of your services. Go 
my darling; Ishall wait patiently until you 
retum.*' 
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Just then, Mrs. Leavers came in, on tip- 
toe, as she was accustomed to do, in order 
not to disturb the patient's slunabers. 
Throwing her arms round the old lady's 
neok, Lucy quickly told her what had taken 
place. When she saw the look of rapture 
on her aunt's face, the poorgirl reproaohed 
herself for not having sooner removed the 
weight which had burdened that kindheart. 
A f ew minutes later, the old aunt was estab- 
lished in Mr. Maynard's room. After so 
much émotion, the old man had sunk into a 
quiet sleep, whilst Lucy with Ella and 
Bessie, one on either side of her, was hurry- 
ing to Mrs, Manners' on her mission of 
^harity. 



CHAPTBR XVII. 

Whbn she saw the fatal resuit of the wicked 
act she had committed, Mrs. Manners 
quickly and prudently disappeared to avoid 
attracting Lucy and her aunt's obser- 
vation. Her présence at the concert was 
so natural that ît was very unlikely they 
would connect her in any way with Mr. 
Maynard's attendance on the occasion. 
Lucy was, therefore, completely ignorant 
of the iniquitous part that Ella and Bessie's 
mother had acted. 

If, however, Mrs. Manners Had escaped 
the girl's reproaches, she found it less easy 
to quiet her own conscience. The danger 
which threatened Mr. Maynard's life, his 
rigid expression when the blow had fallen 
upon him, were always before her eyea» 
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like a spectre remiading her of the wrong 
she had wished to commit. Bach moment 
she spent alone was a torture from whicli 
she could only escape by keeping her rooms 
brilliantly lighted to drive away the phan- 
toms which haunted her. A hundred times 
at least, since she had heard that the blind 
man's life was despaired of, the unhappy 
woman had thought of going to the Green 
House, throwing herself at Lucy's feet, and 
imploring her forgiveness for the wrong she 
had done, but her pride, still greater than 
her repentance, rebelled at the idea of thus 
humiliating herself before a little girl, 
whose influence over her brother she still 
dreaded. 

There are in ail of us two opposite in- 
fluences, the one forgetfulness of self, the 
other centering ail one's thoughts on self. 
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There was no struggle in Mrs. Manners' 
mind between good and evil, nothing was 
there but abject terror. 

What would be the conséquence of Sir 
Henry's wrath should he find out lier in- 
terférence in the lives of his friends ? Sup- 
posing Mr. Maynard were to die, would net 
the blind man's spirit haunt her ever after, 
calling her to account for his own and his 
daughter's blasted hopes ? A prey to thèse 
terrifying thoughts, the unfortunate 
woman could get neither rest of mind or 
body. One night, half-maddened with fever 
and sleeplessness, she rang for Susan and 
orderedher to light up the room. Candies 
were placed every where, and the obedient 
waiting-woman, more anxious to please her 
mistress than to think of danger, placed a 
candlestick on the table by Mrs. Man- 
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ners' beside. The poor girl who had been 
roused from her first sleep, raoved about 
unconsoiously, thinkiag onljr of resuming 
her slumbers as quickly as possible. 

" Do y ou wish me to remaia wifch y ou, 
madam ?" said she. Mrs. Manners made a 
sign to the girl to retire. She thea fell into 
a state of apathy, whioh ended in a kind of 
drowsiness. She was roused by acute pain 
and a glaring light. The candie had com- 
municated to the curtains, whioh Susan had 
forgotten to draw back. The poor woman's 
shrieks soon brought the household around 
her; in a yery few moments, the fiâmes 
were extinguished, but in spite of ail that 
was immediately attempted for her relief, it 
was impossible to alleviate the dreadf ul in- 
juries she had received. The unfortunate 
woman's agonies were fearf ul to oontem- 
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plate. She had been carried to another 
part of the house, and there, aurrounded by 
the best physicians, the poor vîctim 
writhed in the most horrible agony. 

Ella and Bessie's despair induced Joseph 
to take them to Lucy. Although devoted 
to their mother, the poor little things were 
only in the way ; they resisted stoutly 
before allowing themselves to be taken out 
of the room. A few hours later they re- 
tumed with Miss Maynard. 

The room looked sad and gloomy ; the 
servants' faces showed how little hope there 
was of saving their mistress's lif e ; they were 
standing about in groups in the garden and 
vestibule, whispering over the events of the 
preceding night, and speculating on what 
Sir Henry Wheeler, who was expected 
every moment, would say or do on hearing 
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the news. When Joseph saw the two 
children return with Lucy, he experieaced 
a feeling of uneasiness ; he saw that he 
could no longer keep his présence a secret 
from Miss Maynard, who, the instant she 
recognised him, would guess ail he had done 
for her. He was one of those persons who 
took as much trouble to conceal his good 
actions as others to hide their evil deeds. 
The worthy fellow did not yet wish to be 
seen, and he avoided Lucy as she went to 
the room where Mrs. Manners was lying. 
A feeble ray of light penetrated through 
the closed venetians. The three girls, 
trembling with émotion, glided towards the 
sufFering woman s bed. 

By her side sat an old physician, a friend 
of Sir Henry Wheeler's, who had not left 
the unfortunate victim since the moming. 
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He held one of her hands, and every now 
and then laid his fingers on the dying 
woman's puise as if to ascertain how much 
life remained in the scarred and disfigured 
body. He looked round when the young 
girls entered, and niade a sign to Ella and 
Bessie to withdraw, which they reluctantly 
obeyed. 

The patient's gaze followed the direction 
of his eyes and fell on Lucy, who stood 
apart waiting until she could make them 
aware of her présence, 

Mrs. Manners suddenly put her hands 
before her eyes, whilst a feeble cry escaped 
her. 

"Oh! she is there; I eau see her/' 
naurmured the unfortunate woman, in 
accents of despair. " She has corne to 
reproach me for having killed her father^ 
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for I was the cause of his death. I took 
liim to the jête^ where I knew he would 
recognise his daughter. Oh ! forgive me 
the wrong I hâve done ; forgive me, for I, 
too, feel death approaohing." 

On hearîng thèse words, which were 
such a révélation, Lucy did not delajr an 
instant. She took the hand which was 
motioning her away, and, in a trembling 
voice, she whispered — 

" Dear madam, I am not come to re- 
proach y ou ; I am only a friend who loves 
you dearly, and who tells you so." 

The sick woman, who had closed her 
eyes to shut out the sight of Lucy, opened 
them slowly on hearing the voice which 
seemed to rouse her from a troubled sleep. 
She smiled when she saw the girl beside her. 

" I hâve longed, oh I how I hâve longed 
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for your forgiveness, my child 1 " she ex- 
claimed^ after a short silence, durinpf 
which she appeared to be collecting her 
thoughts. 

" I hâve brought nothing but my love ; 
the past is over. Let us not revive it, 
Will you let me stay with you and do what 
I can to relieve you ? '* 

** Oh ! how angelic, how sublimely for- 
giving you are, Lucy ! " said the poor 
woman, as loud as her failing strength 
permitted. "And your father?" she 
added, in a f altering voice, as if fearing to 
express her thoughts in words. 

" My father is saved," exclaimed Lucy, 
joyfuUy. Then, as if ashamed of her joy, 
" He is saved, and he has forgiven me," 
she said, timidly. *' I am happy, madam, 
so happy, for I hâve nothing to conceal." 
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Mrs. Manners heaved a sigh of intense 
relief. 

" Oh ! thank you, thank you/* she said, 
with the gratitude of one f rom whose mind 
:a heavy weight had been removed. " It 
was the only thing that could give me any 
<5omfort JQst now. I might still hâve been 
happy I God has willed it otherwise ; my 
gùilt was too great. You will never tell 
my children," she added, almost inaudibly, 
laying her hand on Lucy's. 

A silent pressure of that beseeching 
hand was the girl's only answer. 

This short scène which had afforded the 
patient so much consolation had also 
reduced her fast failing strength. The 
doctor had moved away without losing 
sight of his patient ; he now hastened baok 
as she panted for breath. Mrs. Manners 
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looked at him witli a quiet s mile which 
seemed to say that slie comprehended 
Lis thoughts. She then looked around 
anxiously. Lucj caught the look. 

" Will y ou not allow Ella and Bes&ie ta 
corne ? " she asked the old man. 

" On the contrary, I want them," in a 
tone which said, " There is no time to be 
lost if they are to take a final farewell of 
their mother." 

The two children were soon leaning over 
the dying woman, receiving the kisses and 
tears of the mother who felt, alas ! too 
late, that in them alone she should hâve 
sought her greatest happiness. 

Several minutes passed thus. The poor 
woman was trying to concentrate into those 
f ew moments the affection that should hâve 
been shed over their whole lives. 
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SuddenljT Ella, who had her mother's 
hand in her own, fell back with a terrible 
shriek. The hand which had been pressing 
hers had relaxed its hold, and droppedlife- 
less close to the ohild's face. Mrs. Manners 
had breathed her last ! 

Just then the door opened, and two men 
entered the room. Sir Henry's and Lucy's 
eyes met; Joseph had corne in with Sir 
Henry. Miss Maynard was painfully 
affected at seeîng him ; the sight of the 
servant took her back to the saddest scènes 
of her past life. She tried in vain to 
account for his présence at that moment in 
the room where Mrs. Manners had just 
died. 

Sir Henry went up to the bed where his 
sister appeared to be asleep. Two large 
tears fell silently down the stern face which 
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BO rarely showed any trace of émotion. He 
kissed the pale forebead wbere fire and 
death had left their terrible marks. 

"RcBt in peace," said he, in a hoarso 
voice. "Your children will be mine, as 
tbey would hâve been had y ou lived." 

Tben tnrning to the other pereons in the 
room, be seemed to be looking for bis 
Dieces. The children had taken refuge in 
Lucy's arms. Tbey felt iostinctively tbat 
Sir Henry's first thoughts would be for 
their mother, who now slept the sleep from 
which tbere is no awakening. 



\ 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

The happiness with whioh Mr. Maynard 
was surrounded contributed in no small 
degree to the speedy restoration of his 
health. The infirm old man seemed per- 
fectly reconciled to his new position. A 
great peace had taken possession of his 
soûl. 

Lucy, too, was happy, and yet, if her 
father could hâve seen her face, he would 
sometimes hâve detected tears which were 
quickly subdued, and a bitter stnile on the 
girl's lips. 

Three months had passed since Mrs. 
Manners' death. Sir Henry, entirely 
absorbed by grief, had gone away as soon 
as the last tribate of respect had been paid 
to his sister, taking with him the two 
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chiidren whom he had been anxîous to 
remove from a place wliere theîr imagina- 
tion, as well as their feelings, had suffered 
such a terrible shock. Joseph alone re- 
mained at the house, which was being 
entirely restored under his supervision. 
He had been sent for by Mr. Maynard and 
closely questioned, and from that moment 
he had concealed nothing of ail that had 
passed between Sir Henry and himself 
with référence to the blind man s family. 

Lucy now knew to whom she was in- 
debted for the forty pounds which had 
caused her so much uneasiness. She tried 
several times to give Joseph the money to 
be forwarded to Sir Henry, but the faithful 
servant had positively refused to take it» 
as if he felt that his master would resent 
any interférence on his part. 
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The spring had corne to an end, and with 
it the numerous entertainments to which 
Lucy was invited on ail sideg. Since her 
fatlier*s illness and Mrs. Manners' tragical 
death, she had kept aloof from ail gaieties. 
The récent sad events had made a severe 
impression on her mind ; besides, since the 
scène in the concert room she felt sur- 
rounded with a kind of curiosity, and she 
had longed for the end of the season, 
trusting to be completely forgotten by the 
f ollowing winter. She could nbw very well 
aSord to wait several months, and she no 
longer felt any anxiety concerning the 
future. 

One moming, just as they were finishing 
breakfast, Joseph, who was constantly at 
the Green House, came in with a beaming 
countenance, and gave Lucy a note for 
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Mr. Majnard from Sir Henry Wlieeler, 
annouDciDg his retiirn with his nièces, and 
inviting them to dine with him on the 
foUowing day. 

" You will see how beautiful everything 
is now," said Joseph, with an air of 
suprême satisfaction. '^I don't know 
whether Sir Henry means to make a long 
stay in Paris with his nièces, but he has 
certainly tumed the house into a palace fit 
for a queen. The young ladies are de- 
lighted, though they look very sad every 
time they pass their poor mamma's room. 
They talk of nothing but the pleasure of 
seeing you, miss." 

The next day they arrived punctually at 
six o'clock, and were received in the 
drawing-room. Lucy was looking f orward 
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to the pleasure of retuming to Sir Henry 
the money he had so generously sent her, 
and just before leaving home, without 
saying anything to her father, she had 
slipped the three notes into her purse, 
hopîng they would net long remain 
there. 

The return of Sir Henry and his nièces 
was very quietly kept, as became a family 
still sijffering from a wound too récent to 
be healed. No strangers had been asked 
to meet the blind man and his daughter. 
They had finished dinner, when Ella said, 
in a beseeching tone — 

" Uncle Harry, are we not going to see 
the Pavilion before it gets dark ? " 

Sir Henry smiled as if he had been pre- 
pared for the question. Rising from the 
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table, he offered his arm to Luoy, who 
turned away lier head as if she did not wish 
her face to be seen. Her father oould not 
see her, and Sir Henry was looking in a 
contrary direction. 

"I am going to sit in the garden to 
enjoy the delicious perfame of the roses," 
said Mr. Maynard. " I shall wait for yoa 
there." 

" And I shall stay, too, and make a 
bouquet for Lucy," said Bessie, sitting 
down on the grass at the blind man*s feet. 

" Then I am to be left alone, as TJncle 
Harry has given his arm to Lucy I " said 
Ella, with a pout. 

" Oh no ! " cried Lucy, quiokly dis- 
engaging her arm. *' We shall walk to- 
gether like a pair of friends, Ella dear.'* 
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But before she had time to move away 
from him, Sir Henry had once more taken 
possession of her hand, and placed it on 
his arm. 

" Am I not your friend, too ? " he said, 
in a voice so fuU of émotion, that Lucy 
guessed rather than heard the words. 

She did not dare to withdraw her arm. 
They walked on a little way without 
speaking, as if each feared to disturb the 
other's thoughts. 

Presently, they came to a new building 
which Lucy had not yet seen. She went 
np the steps mechanically with her corn- 
panion, and found herself in the most 
delightf ul study one can possibly imagine. 
Books, Works of art^ fumiture, ail in 
exquisite harmony with the room they 
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were intended to adorn, promised quiet 
happiness to the future occupants of thi& 
lovely retreat. 

** No one has yet entered the Pavilion 
since ît was finished," said Sir Henry» 
ofEering a seat to Lucy. "I wished to 
hâve your opinion before ofEering it to the 
person for whom it is intended." 

Lucy glanced at Sir Henry. His ex- 
pression said nothing ; his face, lighted up 
by the rays of the setting sun, looked 
unusually stem. It suddenly occurred to 
Lucy that she had made a mistake, for 
which she would never forgive herself . She 
was this man's debtor, and he probably had 
not forgotten it. Quickly drawing out the 
bank notes from her pocket, she placed 
them on a small table beside her. 

" Before answering your question, Sir 
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Henry, allow me to express to you my deep 
gratitude for a service rendered long ago, 
but whioh is still fresh in my remembranoe. 
While acquitting myself of the debt, be 
assured I shall never f orget your kindness." 

Sir Henry was standing near her. The 
girl felt that his eyes were fixed upon her, 
as though he were trying to read her inmost 
thoughts. 

" Lucy," he said, pushing the notes aside, 
" a woman can refuse nothing from the 
man she chooses for her husband. Will 
you keep this money, or must I take it 
back ? " 

Lucy made no answer ; her burning 
cheeks alone revealed that she had heard 
Sir Henry*s words. She moved her hand 
slowly, and her fingers closed upon the 
notes. Without turning her head, she 
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retumed them to her pocket. Sir Henry 
seized her hand. 

" Oh ! thank you, thank you," he said, 
" for consenting to be the joy and happiness 
of my Ufe." 

"It takes very long to go over this 
reading-room," called out Mr. Maynard, 
suddenly, as he came up with Ella and 
Bessie. " Do you know that I hâve been 
enjoying the scent of the roses for a long 
time P " 

Sir Henry smiled. 

"I was showing Miss Maynard the 
treasures l' hâve been collecting for Lady 
Wheeler," he said, gaily, ** and consulting 
her taste before ofEering them to their 
future possessor." 

" Then are you going to be married ? " 
asked Mr. Maynard. 
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" Of course ; must not thèse children 
hâve a mother, as I am so incapable of 
looking after them myself ? Mr, Maynard, 
may I, too, call you father in future?'* 
added Sir Henry, taking the blind man's 
hands in his own. 

Three months later Sir Henry Wheeler's 
house was inhabited by the happiest family 
in the world. 

Mrs. Leavers and Mr. Maynard hâve 
each a charraing room, opening oji the 
garden and conservatory, where they enjoy 
perpétuai spring even in the depth of 
winter. 

Sir Henry and his wife travel a great 
deal. They often visit England with Ella 
and Bessie, who hâve grown up lovely girls. 
They hâve found in Lucy the best and most 
affectionate of mothers. 
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Joseph and Maria never quarrd now. 
Thej both hold a position of trust in Sir 
Henrj's household. Onlj Maria still 
moums in secret over the mysterions dis- 
appearance of her favourite. 
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